the Mystery of the. Disappearing Girls 

TRUE JUNE 

Detective 




Thrilling Tales of the West 
When the Six-Gun Was Law 



Partial Contents of the June Issue 
of Fighting Romances 

Salted with Dynamite 
When the Bar-Circle Turned to Liquid 
Gold 

The Short-Skirted Outlaw 

The Galloping Fool of Co. C 

Tenderfoot Terror 

The Fighter Who Couldn’t Quit 

The Secret of Trapdoor Valley 

Smiley Lane’s Wall-Eyed Jinx 

Hatred North of 48 

The Masked Rider 

The Siren of the South Seas 


T HE thunder of hoof beats across the mesa — short 
ugly words — a quick draw — a staccato flare of 
flame — the growth of the West was crowded with 
such episodes. 

In those surging days when frontiers leaped far 
ahead of courts and magistrates, force made right. 
The argument was buried with — the loser. Life 
moved fast. Action demanded action and received its 
demands in full. 

That is why tales of frontier life are so eagerly read 
by all of us. They bring the dash — the swing — the 
action — the color and excitement of a time and country 
that are beyond our reach, and all the more alluring 
because they are tantalizingly close. 

The carefully selected stories in Fighting Romances 
— the different magazine of Western adventures — are 
the cream of such pulse-stirring tales. They bring you 
with every original vividness, thrilling, exciting hours 
of life lived at the breakneck speed the plainsmen 
knew. 

A glance at the contents schedule of the June issue 
printed at the left will give you an idea of the great 
reading in store for you when you open the pages of 
Fighting Romances. 

Cattle and sheep country, lumber camp or prairie, 
every place where the sort of tales we know you will 
relish may lurk, is carefully prospected. The result is 
an array of stories every month of a quality that will 
amaze and enthrall you. 

The June issue awaits you at the nearest news-stand 
right now. As you buy it, ask to have a copy of the big 
July issue reserved for you as well. 

Acquaintanceship Offer 

For your own satisfaction and enjoyment we would like to have 
you become acquainted with Fighting Romances. If it so happens 
there is no news-stand within calling distance, we recommend that 
you take advantage of our special introductory offer as outlined upon 
the coupon provided for your convenience. 


I 1 

I MACFADDKN PUBLICATIONS, Inc. I 

Maefadden Building. Dept. T. D.-66, 

1926 Broad wuy, New York City 

Enclosed find $!.00, for which please enter my name 
for five months’ subscription to Fighting Romances 
| beginning with the current issue. This is in con- I 
nection with your special introductory offer. 

I Name 


Address 


!_ 


I 

J 


F lighting 

romances 


From 

A the 


an 


25c The June Issue Now on Sale 


25c 


True Detective Mysteries 


1 




Follow this Man! 

Secret Service Operator 38 Is on the Job 


Follow him through all the excitement of his chase of the counterfeit gang. 

See how a crafty operator works. Telltale finger prints on the lamp stand 
in the murdered girl’s room! The detective’s cigarette case is handled by 
the unsuspecting gangster, and a great mystery is solved. Better than 
fiction. It’s true, every word of it. No obligation. Just send the coupon. 

VB V V The Confidential Reports 
M? Im MS* Mu No. 38 Made to His Chief 


And the best part of it all is this. It may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This is the kind of work you would like. 
Days full of excitement. Big salaries. Rewards. 


Many Earn $ 2500 to $ l 0,000 aY ear 
You Study at Home in Spare Time 

No advance education is needed. Any man who can read and 
write, and think can make good. A wonderful book tells all 
about what others have done. Shows pictures of real crimes 
and the men who solved them. We’ll send you a FREE copy 
with the free reports. Get the special offer now being made. 
Mail the coupon. 

University of Applied Science 

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. A-143 Chicago, Illinois 


UNIVERSITY OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. A-143 , Chicago, 111, 

Gentlemen: — Without any obligation whatever, send me 
your new, fully illustrated Free book on Finger Prints 
and your offer of a FREE course in Secret Service In- 
telligence and the Free Professional Finger Print Outfit. 


Name 

Address.. 


Age 
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This nurse did 
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Two “Raises” Within Nine Months 


"You’ll bo interested. I know, in the 
•tory of a middle-aged farmer who at 48 
turned salesman and made (rood, thanks 
to LaSalle training in Modern Salesman- 
ship. 

"When I enrolled for LaSalle train- 
ing, I had no idea of the benefits to be 
derived. My progress, however, has 
been steady— business has come easier— 
in fact 1 have increased my sales this 
past season 60%, and my salary has been 
raised twice since last October. Careful 
study of the LaSalle course has been a 
large factor in enabling me to do this, 
and 1 cannot praise it too highly.'* 
(Signed) I. A. GOULD. Director of 
Sales for Michigan, Smith Agricultural 
Chemical Co. 

A Salary-lncrease of 150% 
"When I took up your training. I held 
the position of Traffic Manager with the 
Smith Agricultural Chemical Company. 
As 1 progressed with the course I saw 
very clearly what a well-equipped traffic 
department could do for the company. 
My subsequent salary-increase of 150% 
is directly due to the successful working 
out of this undertaking— and that, in 
turn, is due to the hard work, study and 
application which 1 gave to your train- 
ing in Traffic Management. Your course 
Is one of the most complete in its line; 
and in technical information it far sur- 
passes any other I have seen." 

(Signed) C. E.VETH .Traffic Manager, 
Smith Agricultural Chemical Co. 


Why L A. Gould Received Two “Raises” 

and C. E. Veth a Salary-increase of 150% 


F ROM the great plants of the Smith Agricultural 
Chemical Company, at Columbus and Indian- 
apolis, thousands of tons of fertilizer, animal 
foods, and acids— six widely diversified products 
under the brand name Sacco — are shipped to all 
parts of the world. 

To sell products of this character and to arrange 
for their economical transportation calls for ability 
of a high order. Half-knowledge, snap-judgment, 
guess-work, ouickly spell defeat for the man and 
heavy losses lor the company. 

Marshall A. Smith, head of this £reat enterprise, 
knows the importance of training — recognizes 
what it means to have in his employ LaSalle- 
trained men . 

One of his employees— I. A. Gould — had been 
a farmer in Central Michigan. At the age of 48 he 
began with this company as a salesman— enrolling 
at the same time for LaSalle training in Modem 
Salesmanship. Within three years he had topped 
the list in Michigan and had been given entire 
charge of sales in that state, with a crew of men 
under his direction. In July, 1925, he writes, "I 
have increased my sales this past season 50%, and 
my salary has been raised twice since last October. ” 
Another of Mr. Smith’s employees— C. E.Veth 
—saw the need for a properly equipped traffic de- 
partment — this as a result of LaSalle training in 
Traffic Management. So successfully did he put 
it into operation that during the year 1924 errors 


in freight bills totalling $10,600 in overcharges 
were detected and corrected before payment was 
made. To LaSalle, in a large measure, he directly 
credits a salary increase of 150 per cent. 

“We can only attribute the rapid success of these 
two men,” writes Mr. Smith, “to their energy and 
initiative, together with the practical knowledge 
gained thru the pursuit of LaSalle training,” 

Send for Free Copy 
“T en Years 9 Promotion in One 99 

The men who have made such gratifying prog- 
ress took first a simple step— a step that requires 
only a 2c stamp and two minutes of their time. 
They sent for a free book — “Ten Years’ Promo- 
tion in One,’’ the book that has started thousands 
and thousands of men on the path to responsi- 
bility and power. 

A copy of this book is yours for the asking— and 
with it a 64-page book outlining in detail the op- 
portunities in the business field that most appeals 
to you, showing you how you can quickly turn 
them to your advantage. To many an earnest man 
these books have been worth their weight in gold 
—they may be equally as valuable to you. It will 
certainly pay you to find out. 

You have often thought that you would send for 
full particularsof the LaSalle Salary-Doubling Plan. 
This time — for the sake of a brighter future — ACTl 


LaSalle Extension University 



LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


FIND YOURSELF THRU LASALLE! 

Dept. 688-R CHICAGO 

I would welcome an outline of your salary-doubling plan, together with a copy of “Ten Years* Promotion 
in One,*' all without obligation. 

□ Law: Training for Bar; LL.B. Degree. 

□ Banking and Finance. 

□ Modern Foremanabip and Produc- 
tion Methods: Training for posi- 

tions in Shop Management, such as 
that of Superintendent, General Fore- 
man, Foreman, Sub-Foreman, etc. 


□ Business Management: Training 
for Official, Managerial, Sales and 
Departmental Executive positions. 

□ Higher Accountancy: Training for 

S >sition as Auditor, Comptroller, 
•r tilled Public Accountant, Cost Ac- 
countant, etc. 

□ Modem Salesmanship : Leading to 
position as Sales Executive. Sales- 
man, Sales Coach or Trainer, Sales 
Promotion Manager, Manufacturer’s 
Agent. Solicitor, and all positions in 
retail, wholesale, or specialty selling. 
□ Traffic Management; Foreign and 
Domestic: Training for position as 
Railroad or IndustrialTmffic Manager, 
Rate Expert, Freight Solicitor, etc. 


□ Personnel and Employment Man- 
agement: Training in the position of 
Personnel Manager. Industrial Rela- 
tions Manager, Employment Manager, 
and positions relating to Employee 

□ Railway Station Management: 

' — i of Station Ae- 

I Agent, Division 


Training for position of Station Ac- 
countant, Cashier undi 


Agent, etc. 


□ Industrial Management: Training 
for position in Works Management. 
Production Control, Industrial Engi- 
neering. etc. 

Q Modern Business Correspondence 
and Practice: Training for position 
as Sales or Collection Correspondent. 
Sales Promotion Manager, Mail Sales 
Manager. Secretary, etc. 

□ Commercial Law. 

□ Expert Bookkeeping. 

□ Business English. 

□ Commercial Spanish. 

□ Effective Speaking. 

□ C. P. A. Coaching for Advanced 
Accountants. 


Name. 


.Present Position. 


now 


Address. 
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$5,000.00 In Prizes 

In Great Pictures Title Contest 

Enter Now Right From This Page 


Beginning with the May issue, 
PICTURES, formerly Movie Magazine, 
is inaugurating one of the most interest' 
esting and remunerative contests ever 
offered in connection with motion pic' 
tures. Simple, easy to understand, offer" 
ing amusement and possible rich financial 
reward to every member of the family. 
You will enjoy it hugely. 

The contest is as follows: Each month for six 
months we will publish three drawings in PIC' 
TURES Magazine, eighteen drawings in all, each 
representing a popular motion picture. Accom* 
panying each set of three drawings will be a list 
of titles of popular motion pictures. Somewhere 
in each accompanying list are three titles, each of 
which is the only correct title for one of the three 
drawings appearing on the page. The point of the 
contest is to fit out each of the eighteen drawings 
with the title of the motion picture which it 
represents. 

It is not necessary to see a copy of PICTURES 
Magazine for May in order to enter the contest. 
All necessary information, the first set of drawings 
(exactly as appearing in PICTURES for May), 
the accompanying list of motion picture titles, 
contest rules and prize schedule appear upon this 
page. You can enter at once, now, simply by se* 
lecting from the list of titles the one which in your 
estimation best fits each of the drawings. Then, 
by following out the simple rules as printed in the 
adjoining column you will be well on your way 
toward winning one of the handsome cash prizes. 

The second set of drawings appears in 
PICTURES, formerly Movie Magazine, for June, 
on the newsstands May 1st. It is also available 
at the offices of publication, 1926 Broadway, New 
York, where it can be freely consulted. 


Schedule of Prizes 

1 First Prize, 

$1000.00 

$1000.00 

1 Second 44 


500.00 

500.00 

2 Third Prizes,(^ 

250.00 

500.00 

5 Fourth 44 

Or, 

100.00 

500.00 

10 Fifth 

(<i 

50.00 

500.00 

40 Sixth 

(<< 

25.00 

1000.00 

100 Seventh 44 

® 

10.00 

1000.00 

Total Prizes 


$5000.00 


Titles for the Three Drawings Below 
Are in This List of Movie Titles 


That Royle Girl 
Hands Up 
Lord Jim 
Cobra 

The Pony Express 
Where Was I? 

The Goose Woman 
Stella Maris 
Rolling Home 
Romola 
Sun Up 

The Midshipman 
Old Clothes 
His Secretary 
The Circle 

The Covered Wagon Soul Mates 
Great Love The Skyrocket 

Lights of Old Broadway 
Time, the Comedian 
Sally, Irene and Mary 
Do Clothes Make the Pirate? 

The White Monkey 
Never the Twain Shall Meet 
The Pace That Thrills, Little Annie Rooney, Blue* 
beard's Seven Wives, California Straight Ahead, 
What Happened to Jones, Skinner's Dress Suit, 
The Beautiful Cheat, The Seven Keys to Baldpate. 


The Wanderer 
Mannequin 
Irish Luck 
Stage Struck 
The Teaser 
Sporting Life 
His People 
My Old Dutch 
The Homemaker 
Pretty Ladies 
The Mystic 
Don't 
Bright Lights 
Masked Bride 
The Only Thing 


Contest Rules 

I. This contest is open to everyone except em- 

E loyees of Macfaddcn Publications. Inc., and mem- 
ers of their immediate families. 

2. It costs nothing to enter. You do not even have 
to buy a copy of PICTURES or use the answer cou- 
pon provided therein. You can trace the drawings 
from any copies of PICTURES wherever obtained, 
and affix the titles on a coupon of your own manufac- 
ture. Titles must be written in ink or typed. An- 
swers submitted in pencil will not be considered. 
Copies of PICTURES containing the Puzzles may be 
freely consulted for this purpose at the office of 
PICTURES. 1926 Broadway. N. Y. City. 

3. Eighteen drawings, each to t>e fitted with its 
proper title from those among a list of motion picture 
titles, will comprise the contest series. Three draw- 
ings will appear in each issue of PICTURES, the last 
three in the October. 1926. issue. In selecting the 
titles do not guess. Have a good reason for your se- 
lection in every case. Each drawing will represent 
one title only in the published list. 

4. It is not necessary to formally notify us that you 
are competing. All that is necessary is that you sub- 
mit the complete list of eighteen drawings with the 
titles that you select from the list and an original let- 
ter on the subject "The l>est motion picture I ever 
saw. and why. The letter must not contain more 
than 200 words. Winners will be determined by the 
ratings given them by the judges for the greatest 
percentage of correctly selected titles and the best 
letter. The letter which gives the clearest, most 
logical reason or reasons for your selection of the pic- 
ture you designate as best will be adjudged the best. 
One hundred per cent selections of titles will in all 
cases rank above those not 100 per cent, regardless 
of the accompanying letter. 

5. The judges of this contest will be the editors of 
PICTURES Magazine. All contestants agree to 
abide by their decisions. In the case of a tie. each 
tying contestant will receive the full amount of the 
prize tied for. 

6. DO NOT SEND IN EACH MONTH’S AN- 
SWERS SEPARATELY. Hold them until you have 
the complete series of eighteen drawings titled. Ar- 
range the sets in numerical order, pin or clip them 
together, attach your letter on "The best motion 
picture I ever saw, and why" and forward by first 
class mail to Pictures Title Contest Editor. 1926 
Broadway. New York City. All answers must be re- 
ceived at that address on or before midnight October 
15th. 1926. 

7. Each contestant may submit as many sets of 
title selections as he sees fit. but only one letter may 
accompany his entry or entries and in no case is a 
contestant eligible to win more than one prize. As 
many members of a family as care to may compete 
and as many prizes as are won by different members 
of a family will be paid. 


CUT ON THIS LINE 


CUT ON THIS LINE “ 


Pictures Title Contest — Set Number One 



T^ame 


Address. 


.City 


State 
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BIG MONEY IN ELECTRICITY! 


$9,000 a Year^aRrffl 

Albany, Ore., over $9,000 a year. 58 
men enrolled for this training on his 
recommendation. 


$1,000 a MonthM^S 

Ave., Astoria, L. 1., now earning 
$12,000 a year, says, “Cooke T raining 
is responsible for my big income.'* 


$125 a Week a? a booster.** 

says A. Schreck, Phoenix, Ariz. * 1 
make over $500 a month. Your ad- 
vertisement started me to success." 


800% Pay Increase “JjSS 

times whatl earned whenlenrolled. 
1 used to get $50 a month— now it’s 
$400.** Carroll M 0 e 9 chler.Chaska.Minn. 


MAl^E 


$700 in24Day S ;j u “ 

$700 in 24 days in radio,*’ says F.G. 
McNabb, 7 W. 16th St., Atlanta. 
Ga. *‘I recommend your training 
everywhere.** 


Thousands qf Cool{eJrained Men 

£am Ll<y° 2 oo‘tM 


Send the Coupon below for full particulars of nay great pay* 
raising training— the training that has fitted thousands of 
men for Jobs paying $3500 to $10,000 a year in Electricity 


lUCTWCAI EXPERT 

Learn at Home in your Spare Time! 

Don’t you keep on working for $25 or $35 a week. Get into Electricity. Thousands of Cooke Trained 
Men who knew nothing about it a short time ago are now earning $70 to $200 a week as Electrical 
Experts — and they don't work half as hard as you do. Why stick to your small pay job? Why stick to 
'a line of work that offers no chance — no promotion — no big pay? Get into the world’s greatest busi- 
ness. Electricity needs you. I'll show you how to do it. Get ready for the big-pay job now. 

Electrical Experts are in Big Demand 

Even ordinary electricians — the "screw driver** kind — are 
making big money, but trained men— Electrical Experts who 
get the top salaries— are needed more now than ever before. 

Thousands of (k»oke Trained Men easily earn $3,500 to $10,000 a year. 

That's, the kind of a job you want — where you can plan and boss and 
supervise the work of others or go into business for yourself. Get 


supervise the work of others or go into business for yourself. 

started towards one of these big-pay jobs now. Learn to earn $70 to $200 
a week — you can do it with Cooke training — recommended by more 
than ten thousand successful graduates. Just mail the coupon below. 

Employment Service— No Extra Charge 

I will train you for a big-pay iob and then help you get it 
without extra charge. Hundreds of employers look to me for 
the electrical men they hire. Last year I placed over one thou- 
sand men at big raises in pay. Hundreds of others were promoted by 
their employers through the help of my Vocational 
Servico and other hundreds went into busi 




lio»‘ t snow just wnat training you need to make a bigsuc- 

tleCV'l- S’* 1 • cess in electricity. Let me give you that training with 


isiness for 

themselves with the help of my special Business 
Training. Mail coupon for big free book which ex- 
plains this service and fourteen other features, many 
of which can’t be had anywhere else. 

Age or Lack of Experience 
Bars No One 

You don’t need experience. You don’t have to 
be a College man. You dont have to be even a 
high-school graduate. As Chief Engineer of 
this big two million dollar institution which does a 
general Consulting Engineering Business besides 01 
crating one of the world's greatest Training “ * 


my simplified, complete home course — the world famous' 'Cooke'* Train- 
ing — built on my own 20 years of engineering experience with the help 
of nearly 50 other engineers. Learn to earn $70 to $200 a week — only 
spare time needed. 

My Training Pays for Itself 

You can start earning extra money a few weeks after you 
start my training. I give you special instruction for doing 
simple electrical jobs in your spare time — show you how to 
get these jobs and tell you what to charge. Many of my students make 
as high as $25 a week extra this way while studying. My course more 
than pays its own way. 

Tour Satisfaction Guaranteed 

I am so sure I can make you a big success in Electricity, just 
like I have done for the men whose pictures you see here and 
*i — • * * — 1 — that I will 

ied, mom 


My Big New 
Electrical Book 
FREES 

The 1926 Edition of my big book 
—“The Vital Facts About Elec- 
tricity," is just off the press! 
Clip coupon NOW for your copy 
— it’s FREE! 112actual pictures 
of Electricity at work— dozens 
of success stories — what you 
can do in this Big-Pay-Prores- 
sion — you’ll find it all in my 


penny 

itands 


“up-to-the-minute" electrical 
book. Send for it today 1 


thousands of others who now boost my training, 

guarantee your satisfaction with a signed, money- 
back guarantee bond. If my training doesn't satisfy 
you after you have finished, you get back every penny 
you pay me. A two million dollar ii 
back ox this guarantee. 

Get Started Now— Mail Coupon 

Get my free book — "The Vital Facts About 
Electricity.** Read about the success of hun- 
dreds of other men — men who recommend 
this training and whoso names and addresses are giv- 
en in my book. Get the real dope about your opportu- 
nities in Electricity. See how easy it is to get started 
on the road to jobs that pay $70 to $200 a week. Don’t 
deny yourself this chance to make big money. Get the 
facta NO W— M A I L COUPON AT ONCE for the facta 
and my guarantee. 






L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer, 
'Chicago Engineering Works, Inc. 
Dept. 6A 

also Lawrence Avenue 
Chicago, Illinois 


L. L. COOKE, Chief Engineer, 
Chicago Engineering Works, Inc.. 
Dept. 6A 

# ^ 21 SO Lawrence Avenue, Chicago, lllinole 

Send me at once, without obligation, your big 
illustrated book and complete details of your Home 
Study Course in Electricity, including your outfit and 
employment service offers. 


Name. 


T/ie 'Cooke ' Trained wan is the'BiqPay’Man 


Address.. 
Occupation 
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The Bust 


How it may be 
Developed** 

By Dr. C. S. Carr 


T I 

s 


MiERE IS A WAY! THIS 
beautiful woman learned the 
secret. Her story is inter- 
esting. It will solve your problem, 
no matter what your age or the 
cause of your flat figure. 

“It is almost two years since I first used 
the National. I am happy to say that the 
results are permanent , for my development is 
just the same and my figure is even better 
than ever. I do appreciate so much what the 
National has done for me. 1 have proven 
that any woman can have a beautiful bust 
if she will only use the National. Friends 
envy my perfect figure.” 

How Dorothy Stahl brought her figure back until it is even more perfectly developed 
than ever, is what every undeveloped girl or woman will want to know. 

If you wish to learn how she produced the beautiful development shown in her pho- 
tograph, write us at once. All this charm of perfect womanhood can be yours— -all the 
beauty and captivating grace that is your birthright — all the artful, delicate allurement 
that makes you first a woman — God’s Masterpiece — Man’s Idol. You can be made 
perfect in your witching beauty. 

This is the method recommended by Dr. C. S. Carr, originally published in The Physical 
Culture Magazine. Dr. Carr states: “Indeed, it will bring about a development 
of the busts quite astonishing.” 

If not delighted with results in 30 days, your money is cheerfully refunded. There 
is no other method as safe, effective, harmless and sure. 

Send your name and address today, enclosing 4c stamps, if you wish this information 
sent under scaled postage. We will send surprising photographic proof showing as much 
as five inches enlargement by this method, all sent under plain wrapper. 


THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. U, CLARINDA, IOWA, U. S. A. 




THIS MONTH’S 
CONTRIBUTORS 

HOWARD BROWNE 

began his career as a detective 
with the Pinkerton National De- 
tective Agency and continued 
with them for a period of about 
five years. While with them he 
was assigned to several murder 
and embezzlement cases which 
took him all over the United 
States, into the Yukon country, 
and several of the South Amer- 
ican countries. 

Because of the expose he made 
of numerous fraudulent personal- 
injury accidents, he was employed 
by the Erie Railroad as Special 
Agent. 

In order to become more profi- 
cient as an investigator he studied 
law, graduated, and practiced 
about three years, principally in 
criminal law. Since which time 
his capability as an investigator 
has increased to an enormous de- 
gree. Actually he has been a 
detective about fifteen years. 
Don’t fail to read “Why It Can 
Never Be Told,” beginning on 
page 44. 



Ring Watch 

R ichly rartTtd in solid whit* 

sold effect. Set with 14 gorgeous 
blu* whit* sem« of rtertlin* bril- 
liancy. Bio* synthetic sapphire crown 
jewel. 


$2 .45 


Send No Monty. Jose , 
name, address, and " 
strip of paper for fin- ' 

Rer m*e. Pay postman 
$2 46 plus postage on 
delivery. 

J. N. HUGHES CO. Dept. 66-E 
•S Sprague St., Provldanca. R. I. 


T T • Restored to its 

Gray Hair^oS 

Amazing new discovery — REV A — restores hair to ordinal 
color. Applied to scalp not to hair. Isnotadya! Restores 
exact or initial shade so naturally your friends cannot notice 
change. Does not streak or crack hair. Will not wash off 
or fade. Hair keeps uniform color always. Does not Ret gray 
at roots. Same clear, colorless liquid used for all cases. No 
sample of hair needed. RKVA 

also acts as hair tonic. Over * UdUfl 

comes dandruff. Thousands have. — 

used successfully. No obligations. WRITE TODAYI 

REVA CORPORATION, 1700 Wilson Are., Dept. 71, Chicago, III. 



v 4 Lasting Wavefe 


on 


Just imagine! 15 lasting wave treatments in a bottle 
foronly$1.49! At last you can save the high cost of electric 
waving. NATU RAL vegetable liquid leaves your hair in 
lovely, shimmering, lasting waves or teasing curls, simply 
k this t ‘ 


radiant with health! Pretty hair d 
much as dull hair needs it. 


s treat, just as 


. Simply pay postman $1.49 on delivery MONEY^ BACK 
postage) for the complete curling outfit. delighted with U 

boyinh bobs, as 

PREMIER SALONS DE BEAUTE, 503 Fifth Ava., New York, Dept. A-6 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE that you will be astonished and 
■ this marvelous diiicovery. (NOTH: Do not or a for 
curls are not easily combed out again.) 


|lf| tJ A headache is a distress signal from some part of the body which is not functioning properly. 

There arc a half-dozen or more kinds of headache. In his book, “Headaches — How Cured,” 
w Bcrnarr Macfadden explains what each pain signifies and tells how to eradicate them. To those 
U^l/A who suffer from headaches this book is worth its weight in gold. 

llcl V v Price $3.00 postpaid, or send us your order and we will mail C. O. D. When the postman delivers 
- H ^ the book at your door pay him $3.00 plus postage, and if at the end of 5 days 

BJ npc/ you arc not satisfied, return the book and we will return the price to you. 

Macfadden Publications. Inc. QcRt. TD-6, Macfadden Bldg. 1926 B’d way, N.Y. C. 


Constipation 

Nourish your NERVES for 
TTlOROUGHdailycliminations. 
MUSCLE meals, when they in- 
duce activity, also conquer bowel 
troubles. Proportion your nerve 
and your muscle meals to your 
changing work. RESULTS: — 
(l) better work, (2) control of 
bowels, <3) REMOVAL OF DIS- 
EASE, because every disease 
arises fundamentally from un- 
due retention of waste complicated by local conditions. 
Remove the cause. WATERLESS meals are INTENSELY 
nerve nourishing or strengthening, or solvent, or elimina- 
tive, according as SELECTED. Tumors, blood clots, deposits 
In joints, catarrhal secretions, gall stones, skin blemishes, 
etc., are dissolved or disintegrated. 

Educational Booklet 10c- BRINKLER SCHOOL OF 
EATING. Dept* 71, 131 West 72nd St.. New York. 




Waltham 

WORLD Famous **G0LD 
STANDARD” Waltham 
Watch. Richly jewelled— 
perfectly adjusted — ab- 
solutely accurate. Extra 
thin model. Handsome- 
ly engraved. 

YOURS 
On Approval 
Send only $1. No Rad Tap*. 
Take 6 months to pay balance. 
Total price $29.25. (Lets than 
cash store price). Guaranteed! 
Send your name, address andfl. 
Take 6 mo*, to pay. We trust you. 

Standard Watch Co., Newton, Mass. 


PHILLIP O’RYAN 

This energetic young detective 
“made” the homicide squad of the 
New York Police Department at 
the comparatively early age of 
thirty. He is from up-state, and 
takes pride in the fact that he was 
horn in Skeeterboro, Oneida 
County, the same township that 
fathered the late Mayor Gaynor. 
He confesses the name is no libel, 
hut claims that the peskiness of 
the mosquitoes tends to make the 
natives active and ambitious. 
Shortly after getting his shield in 
1917, O’Ryan broke up single- 
handed a gun fight in the negro 
colony in Harlem, and showed 
unusual shrewdness in tracing the 
killer of a man left dying on the 
scene. Smart work in connection 
with two Brooklyn murders, 1920 
and 1924, led to his being taken 
out of uniform and attached to 
Headquarters. 

Don't Miss 

THE NURSE WHO 
PLAYED DETECTIVE 

You’ll Find it on Page 19 
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L. will make 
this contract 
with you — 


— to prove you can learn at home in spare time! 

We have invented a new, simplified way to teach Drafting — the first real im- 
provement in Drafting home-instruction in history. We want you to see it, try it 
— without one penny of cost or obligation. We want to show you how we get 
away from the copying methods used in the past. See how we make you think , 
solve problems, do actual drafting room jobs from the first lesson! 


Draftsmen Wanted! *60 to *125 a week! 


AMERICAN SCHOOL 

-th. Mill, on Dollar 
Educational Institution 


4 . or well 
refund 
every cent 
of your 
money. 


you enroll for our home- 
training in Drafting, we agree to 
give you: 

1. Complete Drafting training, by 
the new Practice-Method. 

2. Professional Drafting Outfit, as 
illustrated. 

3. We will help you get a good 
Drafting position at a substantial 
increase in pay, 




(SytLau^ 


70,000 fine jobs advertised last year. Get ready to 
fill one. Get out of the rut. Make something of your- 
self. Plan your future in Drafting. Even if you have 
only common schooling, even if you know nothing of 
Drafting, we guarantee to make you a real Drafts- 
man or to refund, your money / Special surprise offer 
right now to the first 500 men who answer this ad 
— reduced price, easy terms. Coupon brings com- 
plete information. 

oA new , rapid, simplified training 

Copying drafting lessons prepares you to be only a 
“tracer.” This new “Job-Method” gives you actual 
drafting-room jobs in a new one-step-at-a-time way. 
With pictures which you can understand almost 
without reading the “lessons.” And that is why the 
American School-trained Draftsmen can qualify for 
a good job at big pay when they graduate. 


Ihe American School, 
a million dollar No- Profit Edu- 
cational Institution, now offers 
men a double service — training for 
a specific job, then finding the job. 
For one small price, on terms of only 
$5.00 a month. Write for complete 
information — today. 


No machine can be built 
until the Draftsman first 
builds it on paper. My 
training prepares you for 
this work. 


Never has the world Been 
anything like the building 
boom of today. This has 
(Tested enormous demand 
for real Draftsmen. 


WIN SUCCESS 
thru DRAFTING 

Drafting is easy, fascinating 
work. Short hours. Big pay. 
And the Draftsman is always 
in line for promotion to 
executive positions. This 
training is complete. It 
includes high school sub- 
jects (if you need them) 
and all the Engineer- 
ing and Mathemat- 
ics Drafting experts 
require. 


FREE 

Job Service! 

The American 

School now offer* 
its student* and 
graduates, with- 
out cost, the ser- 
vices or an effl- 
rientemployment 
department keep- 
ing in constant 
touch with em- 
ployers of Drafts- 
men all over the 
IT. S. We have 
placed hundreds 
of men in good, 
big-pay Drafting 
positions. We’ve 
made this train- 
ing so complete, 
so practical, so 
easy to master, 
that our students 
are bound to make 
good. A nd. so. be- 

c&usothedc ni;t n< 1 v ^ 

meif ronUnues* to I SMk Costly Drafting 

nsrSSSffSti Outfit Given! 

prepares men for rine, imported instruments Ilk® 

good Drafting do- these help you learn Drafting 

wit ha FtmEiti- quickly and easily. These standard quality, full size in- 
payment Service. struments, board, table, triangles, T square, ink, pro- 
tractor, etc., given to every student without extra cost. 

O. C. Miller, Director Extension Work Dept DA-264 

AMERICAN SCHOOL gffi ”S£2 


BIG-PAY Branches 

The big money in Drafting goes to 
men who specialize in Machine 
Design, or Electrical Drafting, or 
Architectural Drafting, or Struc- 
tural, or Automotive. It is not enough 
merely to know general Drafting prac- 
tice. You must know how to calculate and 
design and plan original work. You need 
many Engineering subjects to fill the kind 
of a Drafting position that pays $60 to 
$125 a week. The American School now 
includes this specialized training in its 
Drafting course . 


Coupon Brings 3 Lessons 

FREE! 


Get them. Test your own abil- 
ity to learn Drafting and get 
ready for a fine job and big 
pay. Coupon also brings sur- 
prise offer, and complete 
information about yourop- 
portunities for success in 
Drafting. Mail it Today / 


Electricity needs Drafts- 
men who know Electrical 
principles as well as gen- 
eral Drafting practice. I 
give you this training. 


The demand for Drafts- 
men experienced in con- 
crete and structural steel 
work is enormous. Many 
big-pay positions open. 


Erery great Auto factory 
employs Draftsmen who 
specialize in Automotive 
work — men who design 
bodies, plau engines, etc. 


3teS!^fREE! 


O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work 
AMERICAN SCHOOL 

Dept. DA-264, Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 
Rush 3 Free Drafting Lessons. Job Service and Raise 
Offer, complete information, money-back guarantee, 
etc., to prove I can become a real Draftsman at home 
in spare time. 


Name 


Street No. 
City 


. State. 


o.c 

MILLER 

Director 

Extension 
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True Detective Mysteries 


Uncanny, Spooky, Creepy Tales 
Mystery — Suspense — Surprise 


Ghostly mystery shrouds your life. It dogs your steps 
in daylight and rides upon your shoulder after dark. It 
governs your life — it is your life, for life is mystery — 
and death is mystery, too. 

The earth upon which you ride came out of a mys- 
terious past upon a mysterious errand into a more 
mysterious future. 

Mystery surrounds it, permeates it, overshadows it. 

The dark canons of city streets are rife with ghostly 
mystery. Stealthy footsteps in the dead of night — 
burning eyes peering out of darkness — cold, icy hands 
that wither what they clutch — ghastly tortured sobs 
piercing solid walls — and always, the silent lynx-eyed 
servants of the law watching, waiting, watching and 
preparing to spring their traps. 

And in the country — the wild, weird wail of banshee 
and vampire — the creepy horror of the cellar of an 
abandoned house at midnight — the hollow, nerve- 
shattering clank of phantom chains — flickering fire- 
light stirring chimneyplace wraiths to life — grotesque, 
dancing, shadowy shapes — ghouls sweeping about the 
tottering tombstones of a forsaken graveyard — mystery 
surrounds and exudes from them all. Ghostly fingers 
brush the universe with a clammy, chill, unnatural 
touch. 

Because mystery is in your blood, ghost stories, satu- 
rated with mystery, fascinate you. That is why the 
tales in Ghost Stories — a startling, surprising magazine 
of thrilling interest — will stir your imagination as no 
other magazine ever has. You will want to read the 
July issue from cover to cover without letting it get 
from your hands for an instant. Your copy awaits you 
at the nearest news-stand. Get it right now. 

Special Offer 

You owe it to yourself to enjoy these tales of mystery. 

If no news-stand is convenient, you can obtain them by 
mail — at a saving! Use the coupon at the right. 





Partial Contents 
of the JULY ISSUE of 
Ghost Stories 

The Phantom of the Fifteenth Floor 
The Coming of Roger Crane 
In the Shadow of Voodoo 
He Fell in Love with a Ghost 
Superman or Clever Trickster — 
Which? 

The Girl Who Lived with the Dead 

The Transferred Ghost 

Back from Beyond 

Chained to a Bed of Roses 

The Curse of the House of Gables 

The White Seal of Avalak 

$1,000.00 for a Ghost 

Hands in the Dark 

Convicted by a Silent Witness 


i 1 

MACFADDEX PUBLICATIONS, In r. 

H>cfi(jiwi Bldg.. Dept. T. l>.-06 
1928 Broadway, New York City 

1 Enclosed find $1.00, for which please enter my 

name for five months’ subscription to Ghost Stories * 

| beginning with the current issue. This is in connec- I 

' tion with your special introductory offer. 

I I 

• Name i 


On All News-stands :: :: May 23 
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On Trial 


Send Coupon 


We have made up only a limited number of figg 
these combination outfits for this special sale. 

Send the coupon quick, while this offer lasts. 

Only $1.00 deposit brings the outfit on 30 days’ 
trial. Satisfaction guaranteed or your money 
back. (We do not ship C. O. D.) - 1 

■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■•■■■■■■■a 

i Straus & Schram, Dept A2 04 Chicago, III. 

5 Enclosed find $1. Ship special advertised 77 piece Combi- 
f nation Outfit, with 7-piece genuine cut glau aet GIFT. 

■ 1 am to have 30 days free trial. If I keep the Outfit, 1 will 

■ pay you 12.00 monthly. If not satisfied. 1 am to return the 

■ Outfit with the 7-piece cut glass set within 30 days and 
5 you are to refund my money and any freight or express 
5 charges I paid. 

■ I — 1 77 -piece Combination Outfit. No. CS741A. $ 19.SS. 

■ LJ 7 -Piece Genuine Cut Glass Sat FREE. 


/ ; y \ piaiee. » in. uiami-icr; o iruit. naucein, o in. aiameier: o 

;/ 'A oatmeal nappies, 6 in. diameter; 6 salad plates, 6 in. 

diameter; 1 meat platter, 10X in. long;.l round* vegetable 
■ -7 A\ dish, 9 in. diameter; 1 cream pitcher. 1 sugar bowl 

7 snd cover (2 pieces); 1 butter plate; 1 utility bowl, 1 pt.; 

?J v 1 pickle dish, 6 in. in diameter. Each piece has a dainty 

blue edge and is beautifully shaped. 

7 | 26-Piece Silver Set 

Jjfs satin t nctioo . A pleasing pattern tod popular polished finish . Kach 
piece heavily aflvarplSad on nickel silver baae. Made for os by 
William Roirera. Ltd. Set consist* of 6 knives. 6 forks 6 deasert spoons. 
6 teaspoons. 1 sugar shell, 1 butter knife. Packed in bandy fiannal roll. 

7-PieceTableCloth and Napkins 

In. and 6 napkins, 18x18 in., made of strong, durable linen finished 
cotton in pure snow flake white that will launder beautifully. All 
edges neatly scalloped with overlapped stitch in blue. Both tablecloth and nap* 
kina have band painted design of Bluebirds and Apple Blossoms in their natural 
Color, absolutely guaranteed fast colors. Harmonises perfectly with dish sot. 
And remember: The 7 -Piece Genuine Cut Glass Set Is GIVEN, H 

you send at once. Ship pine weight of entire outfit about Sis. 


Straus 
& Sch 


■ Shipping 
m Point 
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Directing' 

Gneineer 




Think oMt — 
from $35 a wreck to 


$225 In a wreck quick! |*ick 

»n« I in* and the training that brings 




rn A - •••w.hh;, tUiri rimmiiur— 

d* _ InAWKKK.1 That’s U>« kind uf QUICK 

Get my Free Book — I'll tell you about 
Mr. Kumi»cl — and Tucker — and Siemens V# 


I AUTO 

XPERT. 


Siemens 

•bout thorn — their Addresses, their Ages^their 
Education, everything about them. I'll give you 
•mashing proof of what YOU should do with my 
Training. Hundreds of these ordinary men had no 
more advantages than you have. Read the fascinating 
truth in my FREE Book. 

I Guarantee 


g* that ntr.vhere else on earth can you get this training that 
Wk shows such astonishing QUICK and TREMENDOUS 
RESULTS. '* 


_ __r your Quick Success get this QU ICK 
TRAINING in the Gigantic Auto Business, where 
tremendous sums are paid men, making such aston- 
ishing Quick and Big Result 


ults so plentiful. 

Go Into 
Business 

My Free Book. AUTO? FACTS, 
shows how I've put man after man 
in the Auto business for himself — 
QUICK— just a few weeks after 
enrolling / Amazing rewards are 
everywhere for men TRAINED 
MY WAY# 


ONE MILLION 
Auto Experts 

Badly Needed 


Tools, Test 
Bench, Radio Re- 
ceiving Set. All 
Equipment In- 
cluded Free of 
Extra Charge. 

Also 80S Wiring IH- 
•arram Charts. Alio 
Tir« Repair and 
Socket Wrench Set. 

Al • o Ignition 
Wrench Set with 
Keeler Ganges. Act 
quick. Clip coupon 

1 GIVI YOU 

FACTS 

16 SMASHING GUARANTEES plus 
AMAZING PROOF are what I give you. 

Juft re id my book. There's a mighty 
REASON why 1 DO get such QUICK 
RESULTS for so many of my students. It 
is Practical Training from a practical Engineer. 

I know what training you need, no matter 
whether you are YOUNG or OLD, EDUCATED 
or POORLY EDUCATED. EXPERIENCED o* 
WITHOUT A DAY S AUTO EXPERIENCE— 
That Training I give you. 


Over a million trained men are needed It Is 
rated to replace * tinkerrrs" and untrained 
^KUMera/* Farms. \ illages. Cities offer 
BIG MONEY opportunities QUICK. 
Stay Home. Keep your job — Eli show 
you the way to fatten your present 
pay right away, in the earliest 
of ‘ — 


drills virtually 
get my train- 
l n g for 

nothl ngl 

See all 
this in 


training. Hun. 


Jfe 

W mnas 
V QUICKEST 
esnd 

" ojccesT 

RESULTS 

Get my FREE Book. 
I give you $10,000 
lesson on the word 
QUICK t 

Quick" is THE 

VITAL WORD 

To make $1000 SLOW In say 5 
years means FAILURE. To 
make $1000 QUICK in a month 
means SUCCESS. QUICK is 
the dominating, all important 
word that is the Father of 
the word SUCCESS. Get’My 
QUICK training. Of course 
my Training includes ALL 
ELECTRICAL. ALL ME- 
CHANICAL-WELDING. 
BRAZI \< .. VULCANIZING 
—it's complete. Of course, I 
give you LIFE TIME CON- 
SULTATION SERVICE and 
my students say it's wonder- 
ful — but on top of all this, I 
give you a valuable Business 
Course— Salesmanship, Ad- 
vertising. Bookkeeping, Buy- 
ing — everything. The best of 
Auto Engineers on my Pay 
Roll help me to help you, with 
backing of Auto Industry 
makes all this possible. 


I Help You 
To COOD 

you up with Employment 
long as you want it 
absolutely at no 
extra cost. My 
fine Automotive 
Magazine "POP- 
ULAR AUTOMO- 
TIVE NEWS" Is 
also sent you free 
of extra cost. Free 
book tells all. 


ALL YOUR 
LIFEJ. this 
Great Auto In- 
stitution. backs 
Service as often and as 


Get My Free Book. I Train 
You in Your Spare 
Time, At Home 

When you look at training — look tor Its 
Quit k Results. Good training can show \ou 
QUICK RESULTS. Act quick and I'll 


send you Free my remarkable book. 
"Auto Facts." See how in 3.6. 10 and 15 


Action make* dr earns 
come true. QUICKI 


weeks many students’ earnings jump. 
I your good judgment tell* you. BUT 


icfr “ ’ 


B. W. COOKE SLV filM 

CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 

xei* Stmnysld* At*., Dept. Afl, Chicago 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer 
CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 
1916 Sunnjrsid* Avenue, Dept. A5S, Chicago, 111. 
Send me FREE Auto Book and proof that you will 
show' ine the QUICK WAY tow’ard a BIG JOB and 
a RAISE IN PAY. Also send your 6 Outfits Offer. 
It is understood that this obligates me in no w'ay 
and no salesman is to call on me. 


In Next Month’s Issue 
you will find: 

HOW I CAPTURED 
BLUEBEARD WATSON 

By Nick Harris and James A.Stapp 

The true story of the appre- 
hension of one of the most 
cunning criminals of the 
Twentieth Century, told in 
the words of men who 
worked on the case. 

Conclusion of 

WHY I KILLED MY 
TWENTY-TWO WIVES 

An Aclual Confession by “Blue- 
beard' * H 'at son , as fold by H. Edwin 
Moot 2 

Which is the account of the 
capture of Watson told 
from the viewpoint of Wat- 
son himself. Revelations 
hertofore unknown to the 
public — in the toils of the 
law at last — the most stir- 
ring installment of this sen- 
sational story that has ap- 
peared so far. 

THE MAN WITH 
TWO LEFT HANDS 

By Neil Jennings. Private Investi- 
gator, as told to Edwin A. Goewey 

Sensational story of a dar- 
ing hold-up, and the thrilling 
account of how detectives 
sometimes miss their men 
on the leads furnished by 
false clues. 

MY ENCOUNTER 
WITH THE KING OF 
CRACKSMEN 

By Cyrus Chapin, Criminal 
Investigator 

You have read many stories 
of burglars and how they 
are caught. Read the truth 
as told by a former Pinker- 
ton operator. 

These and other sensational detec- 
tive stories make the July TRUE 
DETECTIVE MYSTERIES summer- 
time reading unexcelled anywhere. 

On the news-stands June 15th. 
Order your copy now. 
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Yes, 25 regular 10-inch records, giving you 50 selec- 
tions in ail. counting both sides of each record. A 
complete musical library. Enjoyment for months 
and years to come! Choose any records you want 
from long list below. Every one Is RECORDED BY 
GREY GULL, your best guarantee of their superior 
quality. Only best singers and orchestras employed. 

10 Days’ Trial 

Mall coupon below, listing catalog numbers of 
records you want, and enclosing deposit of ONE 
DOLLAR ONLY. Records will go to you by return 
mail. When postman delivers records pay him an 
additional deposit of only 50 cents more, plus postage. 
Then t™ the records in your own home for 10 days. 
If you And them in any way inferior to records for 
which you have paid 75 cents or more, return them 
and every cent you have paid will be refunded. If you 


.Recorded Bvi 

_Gr^GulL 

decide to keep them, then pay only $2 a month foi 
three months, until you have paid the special adver- 
tising price of only 50 cents per record, or only $ 7.50 
ft»r complete library of 25 records. All records are in 
standard ten-inch size with music on both tides. 
They play on any phonograph. This offer Is for 
a short time only. I'leasc act at once. 


POPULAR SONGS 

[Just A Cottage Small 

(Lonesome Pine 2236 

[Always (by Irving Berlin) 

Mm In Love 2233 

r Prisoner’s Song 

Ls 


Choose Any 25 Records , Write Catalog _ _ # __ 

Numbers on Coupon Below Balance i n Easy Payments 

POPULAR DANCES STANDARD SONGS MARCHES (Coni.) COMEDY (Coni.) 

All Fox Trot » UnleMM Other • [Carry Me Back toOldVirginny [Baltimore Centennial March r Uncle Josh at the Dentist 


t cite Marked 


‘■Sweet and Low 
[That Certain Party 
L Mountains Meet .. 
1 Time Gal 


.. 4070 
.. 2215 


[Prisoner’s Song, Waltz 
l Beyond the Blue . .. 


r . rCarry Me Back toOldYirginny rbaiuinore uenienmai aiarcn r uncle Josn at Uie Lien tiat ^ 

(Old Black Joe 1049 Second Hegi men t Connecticut The Country Doctor and the 

-Tu.. i :*«i~ n— — i— March -1035 ( Patient (Monologues) 4079 

1093 ‘ * ~ 


Mail 
£odaij 


[The Little Brown Jug 
(-Arabella 




1339 [The End of the Shenondoah 
(-Days 


1092 

A Boy’s Best Friend Is 
Mother 
No Little Two Shoes -1094 


March 4035 L Patient (Monologues) 4072 

American Republic March p Uncle Josh Takes the Census 
Stars and Stripes Forever4028 The Village Postmaster(Mon- 
r Up the Street March L ologues) 4073 


(•American Republic March 
(-S 

rlip 

(-The Thunderer March 4030 


ci T* n~i [Then I’ll Be Happy 

f?k*P y . v e Ga 9910 Lwhat Name is Sweeter 1316 Th 

rThiinks For the Buggy Ride ** the 4 t l P“ wn ‘“K ( I !,V?, v *I° ,l)4053 

ICan t Tell the Mothers 2234 fad*e bal ? me D 13 *° [-Tell Mother I II Be There 

rl Don't Want the World (-Smile a Little Bit W here Is My Wandering Boy 

l Day You Went Away 2240 L " ho s Your Sweetie 1 323 <- 
rRoil 'Em Girls rThat Certain Party 

(-Don’t Mean Maybe .. 2213 (-Stop Running Round 
[Floyd Collins' Fate pin Your Green Hat 

(.Kentucky Babe 4086 L Jazzing Around 

[ Don’t Be Afraid to Come 
Home 

Edge of the Rainbow*^ 22 <._ . DUl , L , 0% lou iyhow i uv io. R . SlV^n 10*18 

[Cross My Heart Mother [vf v Awn Blues 1339 Baby Sleep 4038 

[Dreamland Shore 2216 

rBrown Eyes<»v »" '«« »-> [i*! ,■ .... L Sally in Our Alley 

(.Shirley 2206 ?. e ,. " w v , rKathl«n Mavourneen .... rone uave 1 nem ah to Me ‘■Diueuanuue naiu.. *vw 

fill Had a Girl Uke You r Sh °* M « the Way to Go LCome Back to Enn .. .. 4012 Tuninglnon theRadio(Radio r Parade of theWooden Soldiers 

iBeautiful Traumerei 2207 L Home rDivesOd Sweet Song /Novelty) 4083 L Venetian Nights (Orch.) 4051 

rGlad You're Happv Again L Tell Your Gal 1309 Lin the Gloaming 4031 - 

(.Who (from • Sunny”) 2232 [I Never Knew MARCHES (Band) 

rTwo Sides To Every Story After All 1315 pBlaze Away March 

(Wouldn't 1 Do 2242 [Roll’ Elm Girls (Rainbow March .. 

/■Then I’ll Be Happy L Charleston Evening 1311 r Jolly Coppersmith March 

(-If She’s Waiting 2228 rBrown Eyes iw* y a« You biu*. (-Invincible Eagle March 4047 

rSnmttimp LMiHnicrht Mnnn 1304 r Sixty-Ninth Regiment March 


SACRED VOCAL 


-Change Your Name, Malinda I 


[ Uncle Josh & Aunt Nan 

Church in the Wildwood Put U P Kitchen Stove 4082 1 


the Chimes 


4075 


Tonight 4066 

Medley Old Time Songs, No. I 


runurch 
(-Voice of 
pWhen Roll is Called up Yonder 
(-Throw Out the Life Line 1069 
[Holy Night, Silent Night 

•-Holy Night 4062 

-Abide with Me 


[ 

►2 L 


L ivieuicy i tuieouug^, i^o. i p^tNde with Me 

Medley Old Time Songs, No. 2 LNazareth 4059 pHumoresqi 

• (^10 r On ward. Christian Soldiers LSouvenir ( 

1326 pNN hen You and I were Young, Udeste Fidelis 1019 [Listen to t 

Maggie 


T 

rMike L M nff!r . L w mil f Hol y* Ho, y* Holy L Song Bird (Whistlingf 40 

1-Lady Lou 1333 ^ ntuc ^ y Ho “5 4 ?M Socket Ages 4013 r Arkansas Traveler (Violin) 

rBut I Do. You Know I Do [S^R'fhvsLn' °° n (Y 4 mB COMEDY iTurkey in the Straw 40 

iMy Own Blues 1332 * lee Baby Sleep 4038 .-Flanagan i n a Restaurant p Angels Serenade (Orchestr 


Standard Instrumental I 

Little Jimmy Jones (Virginia! 

Reels) 

Highland Schottish (Reel) 

1089 1 
ue 

(Violin Solos) 4015| 
Listen to the Mocking Bird 
40611 


r LIS 

Lsoi 


Flanagan in a Restaurant 
(Monologues) 


4068 

r Angel’s Serenade (Orchestra)! 
L Medley Old Time Waltzes4078 1 


[She Gave Them All to Me 
uninglnoi 
Novelty) 
rHy and Si and the Line Fence 


'[ 


Blue Danube Waltz . . 4040 1 


rHy and Si and the Line Fence [Scotch Regimental Marches 
Flanagan’s Second Hand Car (-Scotch BagpipeSelections4005 
L (Monologue) 4002 [Irish Jigs&Reels, No. 2 (Band) 

[Flanagan on a Trolley Car (-Irish Jigs & Reels, No. 1 4016 


’tainbow March .. . .. 4080 [Flanagan on a Trolley Car (-Irish Jigs & I 

Button Buster, the Laughing [Dixie Medley (Banjo Solos) 

Record [-MpHIpv nf ^Diithpm Airs 409! 


Garden 


2204 


(■Midnight Moon 
rlf I Had a Girl Uke You 


f [ 

rMy SweetieTumed MeDown iRosebuds Bloom 1307 

(Pick Me Out a Girlie .. 2210 Dn 1 


4003 L Medley of Southern Airs 4025 | 
rSixty-Ninth Regiment March [Henry Jones (Monologues) 

(National Emblem March4041 (Cohen’s New Auto 


[Swanee River 

4081 L Serenade (Violin Solos) 


4034 I 


tpickMeUutaUiriie zziv p Nothing Do but Be Blus 
rShow Mr Way to Go Home ^ p lease 8015 

(Tip From Tipperary 2209 * vv„n. 

rlV 

^Til 


M16 

Till the Sun Shines . 2217 rY«. Sir, That's My Baby 

( You Forgot to Remember 
Mammy 220_ ___ 

[All Alone, Waltz 


TEAR OUT ON DOTTED LINE AND MAIL 


2217 r 1 

£ l-Dinah 1287 

(•Mammy 2202 [Don’t Bring Lulu 

[Yes, Sir, That’s My Baby LUndc f Y ou ^ ” at 
(I Wonder if You Ever 2196 [AH Alone, Waltz 

rPal of My Cradle Days ?P ¥ a . n1 ^ ■; , T 1237 

(My Dear Old Pal .. .. 2190 [ A Lttle Bit of Jazz 

rLet Me Call You Sweetheart L Mexican Twist 8004 

(Mary Brown 2192 

Come Back to California 


HAWAUAN GUITARS 


p 

Let's Go Roaming in the pAloha Land 

( Gloaming 8013 (Honolulu Bay 4084 

[Neath the Smiling Moon r La Paloma 

(FareweU 8014 LKawaihan .. 4055 

rOh! How I Miss You Tonight r Maui Aloha 

4 Think of You 2184 UJi 

[Don’t Bring Lulu 
(O’Leahy’s Lullaby .. .. 2187 
[China Rose 

If 


(For a Uttle While .. .. 8012 
[When We Were Sweethearts 

lAll Alone 2166 

rl Wonder What’s Become 
of Sally 

Lone Trail Rose 2158 


la Uke No-a-Like.. 4018 
[Mahina Malamalama 

(Kawaha 4008 

Aloha Oe 

4007 


[Aloha Oe 

(Kamahameha March 
[My Old Kentucky Home 
(6 Sole Mio 


[Three O’Clock in the 
Mornin 

' la. 


4023 


4054 


MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 

GLOBE RECORD CO., Dept. TR26, 135 Dorchester Avenue, Boston. — I 
enclose $1 deposit for which please send me on trial, complete library of 25 
Records which I have listed below by catalog numbers. When postman 
delivers the records 1 will pay additional deposit of 50 cents, plus postage. 
I have the privilege of returning the records any lime within ten days if I 
am not satisfied with them, and you will al once refund my deposit as well as 
postage both ways. If I decide to keep the records I will make additional 
payments of $2 a month for three months until I have paid a total of only 
$7.50 plus postage for all 25 records. 


Write 5 substitutes 
below: 


6 

.7. 

8 . 

9 

10 


11 

12 

13 

14 

15 



. 16 . 

21. 

1 


. 17. . 

22. 

2 


18 

23 

3 


19 

24 

4 



25 

5 


Place cross mark in square at left if you wish three packages of high grade 

of medii 


steel needles (two packages extra loud and one 
included in your order, at ten cents per package. 


package 


um) 


Name 

Address State , 
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True Detective Mysteries 


You Can Now See Great 
True Stories On The Screen 


At Your Favorite Motion Picture Theatre You Can 
Soon See The Same Stories That Thrilled You So 
When You Read Them in True Story Magazine 



S you have read and thrilled to the powerful true serial stories that appear in True Story Magazine did it ever occur 
to you what wonderful motion pictures many of them would make? 

From the very first we realized it, wanted to film them, planned to film them. 


But it is no small matter to organize and successfully operate a motion picture studio capable of turning out motion pictures 
of highest quality. 


Not until we had acquired proper equipment, stars particularly well fitted to act dramas from life, directors capable of giving 
True Story Pictures the ultimate artistic touch necessary to make them live before your eyes upon the screen, camera men of 
infinite skill, did we feel at liberty to go ahead. 


Our preparations were completed about 
a year ago. Since then a series of True 
Story Pictures of a quality and vividness 
of which we or any other producer might 
well be proud have been filmed. We be- 
lieve that you would like to see them and 
that you will be glad to know that the 
opportunity will soon be forthcoming. 

For months we have been arranging with 
distributors to make True Story Pictures 
available to motion picture houses upon a 
nation wide basis. In all probability they 
will appear in a local motion picture house 
at a comparatively early date. 

In the meantime there is something you 
can do to make doubly sure that you will be 
given the opportunity to see them. It is 
natural that any exhibitor will contract 
for a picture much more readily and with 
added confidence if he is certain that a large 
number of people in his district are anxious 
to see it. In order that such assurance may 
be given we are inserting in the coupon at the 
foot of this page the simple statement that 
the signer would like very much to see 
True Story Pictures. 

We ask everyone wishing to see True 
Story Pictures to sign and mail it to us. 
The coupons will be carefully sorted accord- 
ing to districts and when the distributor’s 
representative talks with your nearby 
theatre managers the coupons will be dis- 
played as evidence that many local people 
are familiar with True Story Pictures and 
willing to patronize the theatre in which 
they appear. We have already received 
thousands of similar coupons and found 
them to be very effective. Will you not sign 
the below coupon and send it to us today, 
being careful to write the name of your 
favorite theatre upon the designated line? 



Scenes 

from. 

FALSE 
PM BE* 


Powerful True Story 
Pictures Now Available 

False Pride 

When we published “False Pride” in True 
Romances last winter an epic was added to 
American literature. When Owen Moore 
and Faire Binney directed by Hugh Dierker 
filmed it they produced a human drama that 
will thrill millions. You will glory in it* 

Wives At Auction 

in which Edna Murphy under the splendid 
direction of Elmer Clifton makes live before 
your eyes the glorious story of love that 
triumphed which held millions spellbound 
in the March. April, May and June issues 
of True Story Magazine. 

Broken Homes 

Few who read Broken Homes in Tru e Story 
for January and February will ever forget 
its poignant lure. Alice Lake and Gaston 
Glass as John Meritt and Arlene Goodwin 
under the direction of Hugh Dierker have 
created a masterpiece of realism. 

The Wrongdoers 

Lionel Barrymore directed by Hugh 
Dierker have combined their talents to 
make “The Wrongdoers” which ran in the 
September and October issues of True 
Story a screen drama of a quality and 
charm such as you seldom have an oppor- 
tunity to see. 


We Welcome Your Suggestions 

When you see there pictures remember that we wish to make 
Macfadden Productions examples of photoplay perfection. To do 
this we ask your co-operation. We want the viewpoint of our patrons 
whose helpful suggestions already have aided in making True Story 
and its sister publications the Successes they are. Criticisms will be 
welcomed. If your suggestion proves available for improving future 
productions, Mr. Macfadden has arranged to have mailed to you, 
with his compliments, a copy of his great book, “Keeping Fit.** 
Address suggestions to Suggestion Editor, Macfadden Productions, 
1926 Broadway, New York City. 


I 

, TRUE STORY PICTURES. 

1926 Broadway, New York 

I am one of the many millions of readers of Macfadden True Story 
magazines. , 

I want to see “The Wrongdoers," starring Lionel Barrymore: Wives 

At Auction,” starring Edna Murphy; “Broken Homes, starring Gas- 
ton Glass and Alice Lake, and * False Pride,” starring Owen Moore. 


Name . . 
Address 


L 


Please write the name of your local theatre on the above line 


.J 


Don’t Fail To See True Story Pictures 


True Detective M v steries 
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-he came swiftly toward her/" 



S HE was a terrible temptation to him — as she 
would have been to any man. And Zara sud- 
denly realized that the door was shut and locked 
— and that she was alone with him in the room. 

She stood perfectly still and watched him warily 
— wondering what mad thing he would attempt to 
do. 

He came swiftly toward her; clasped her in his 
arms and passionately kissed her mouth. 

“Zara!” he murmured hoarsely. “Do you 
think I am stone? I tell you I love you — madly.” 

“Animal!” she hissed, and struck him across the 
face. 


And this is just one of the many startling 
situations in Elinor Glyn’s thrilling, breath- 
taking novel — “The Reason Why” — which you 
can now secure with nine other great novels by 
this daring writer — at a price little more than you 
would ordinarily pay for one book alone. 


NOVELS 


“5 he drew back pa til- 
ing, and deadly white.’* 


by ELINOR GLYN 

NOW YOURS -All For 


IF YOU 
ACT NOW 


Think of it. Ten S2.00 novels — actually sold in 
the original edition for $20.00 — all for only $2.98. This 
is the most amazing book bargain ever offered — a 
bargain that has absolutely £stounded the publishing 
world. 

Elinor Glyn’s Masterpiece 


Cloth with stiff board covers — artistically stamped in 
gold — finely printed from FULL-SIZE PLATES on 
high-grade Antique book paper. Actually better look- 
ing books than the original $20.00 edition ! 

SEND NO MONEY 


But that is not all. Included in the 10 volumes 
is Elinor Glyn’s latest sensational success — “This 
Passion Called Love” — a powerful treatise on this 
burning subject that everyone wants to read. The 
regular bookstore price of this great work alone is 
$2.00 a copy. 

How Can We Do It ? 

How can we give you a 
complete set of 10 fascinating 
volumes for the absurdly low 
price of only $2.98 for all? 
This wonderful offer is made 
possible only by paying Elinor 
Glyn a few pennies royalty — by 
economically printing an enor- 
mous quantity of books at one 
time and by selling in great 
quantities at small profit. 

These 10 Volumes are not 
tiny paper booklets with soft 
covers — they are handsomely 
bound in genuine Royal Blue 


Simply mail the coupon and the books will be shipped to 
you at once. When they arrive pay the postman only $2.98 
(plus a few pennies postage). If you are not delighted with 
your purchase, simply return the books within five days, 
and your S2.98 will be promptly refunded. So don’t put it 
off — but fill in and mail the coupon — Now. The Authors' 
Press , Dept. 847 , Auburn, New York. 



The Authors* Press, Dept. S47, Auburn, New York. 


Please send me the set of Elinor Glyn’s famous books in 10 volumes. 
On arrival I will pay the postman only $2.98, plus a few cents postage, 
with the understanding that I may return the books within 5 days 
if not satisfied, and you will refund my $2.98. 

Name 

Address 

City State 

IMPORTANT: If you may not be home when the postman calls, send 
cash in advance. Price outside of U. S. A. $3.50 cash in advance. 


10 VOLUMES 

Here They 
Are 

The Price of Things 

Guinevere's Lover 

The Man and The Moment 

His Hour 

Love Itself 

The Reason Why 

Red Hair 

The Point of View 
The Seventh Commandment 
And Elinor Gljrn's 
Latest Book 

This Passion Called Love 
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ELECTRICITY 


Railroad Fare 
to Chicago 

Included Without Extra 
Cost IS You Act NOW! 

Write at Once for Free Electrical 
Book and Detail* of Great Offer 


—as taught in the Great COYNE Shops— 


Prepares You for a 
Big-Pay, Fascinating 
Steady Job!!! 


Electricity is the Field of Wonderful Opportunities 
today. It offers BIG PAY, clean, fascinating work 
and steady employment — anywhere, any time! 
COYNE-TRAINED MEN are in demand because 
COYNE training is complete and thorough. 

Complete Electrical Training 

in 12 Happy Weeks at COYNE 

My newly-enlarged Electrical Course is the result of 
27 years of experience, solving the needs of young 
men and of the Electrical Field. My course is abso- 
lutely thorough, easy to master, covers every single 
phase and factor of the subject and fits men for BIG 
Electrical jobs, HIGH-SALARIED, thrilling jobs. 

YOU DON’T NEED ADVANCED 
EDUCATION OR EXPERIENCE 


Earn While You 
Learn at COYNE 


My employment dept, 
will help you find work 
to earn rxiensM while 
learning, and will 
assist you to a big Pay 
job on graduation. 



Make this the happiest season of your life# Chicago 
is a wonderful resort city, offering unrivalled 
recreation without interfering with your studies. 
Send Right Away for FREE Book and Special 
Offer Big Saving in Tuition and R. R. 
Fare and Extra Courses. 

Be sure to send at once for my big FREE BOOK con- 
taining 15! actual photos of electrical operations and 
mcthtxis; also my special offer of Railroad Fare and 
2 Big Court* s. Write today before offer is withdrawn. 

COYNE 

ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 

H. C. LEWIS. President Established 1899 

1300-10 W. Harrison St., Dtpl. A -620, Chicago 


H. C. LEWIS. Pre«id«nt ‘ 

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
; 1300-10 W. Harrison St. 

; Dept. A -420, Chicago, Illinois 

1 Dear H. C.— -You can just bet I want one of those • 
[ big handsome FRI£E 12x15 books with 151 actual ; 
| photographs of electrical operations and shop scenes. : 
• printed in two colors. Send it quick, before the i 
; supply is exhausted. Be sure to tell me all about l 
| Special Offer of Railroad Fare and 2 Big Extra Courses. • 


l Name.. 
; Address. 



Are You Going To Buy 
A Car ? 

Are You Going To Trade 
In Your Present Car For 
A New One? 

I N either event, you have an important 
decision to make— the result of that deci- 
sion should be to your utmost satisfaction. 
For the money you are willing to invest, you 
should get a car exactly suited to your 
needs —and there are more different makes 
of motor cars on the market today, than 
ever before. 

It is most perplexing to consider the merits 
of each car within your price class —only an 
expert could help you decide. And that expert 
must be entirely unprejudiced, willing and 
anxious to give you advice and information 
that will be of the utmost help to you. 

That is w here the Macfaddeti Motor Service 
can be of service to you. 

Directing this service, is Mr. Alexander 
Johnston, editor of the Automotive Daily News, 
the only daily newspaper for the automotive 
industry. By reason of his wide experience, 
his life long study of motor cars, Mr. Johnston 
is particularly fitted to help you. We place 
his services at your disposal without charge or 
obligation to you. All you have to do is to fill 
out the coupon below, mail it to us and w f e will 
see thatyou are served promptly and efficiently. 
If you now own a car, fill the coupon out in 
full giving us the name of the car, the model 
and the year. If you require special informa- 
tion, write us a letter and we shall do our best 
to answer you and to make that answer worth 
while. 


Fill Out The Coupon And Mail It Today ! 


MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, INC., 

1926 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Please send me detailed information, without cost or obliga- 
tion to me, about cars costing from $ to $ 

(// you now own a car, please fill in lines below) 

I now own a . 

Model Year 

Name 

Street 


Town & State 
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Our rebuilt plan gives you the best machine 
and saves you a lot of money. 

The Underwood is so famous a make, 
and No. 5 so popular a model, you’ll have 
to speak up if you want one of the lot we are 
just completing now! 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace 
every single worn part; each machine is in 
sparkling condition. New typewriters are 
commonly guaranteed for a year; we guar- 
antee these completely rebuilt Underwoods 
five years : That’s our Better-Than-New Guar- 
antee! And we guarantee a big saving in 
money! 

We don’t ask for a cent now. Nor any 
money at all, unless you are completely won 
by the wonderful writing machine 
we ship you for an unrestricted 10- 
day free trial. When you do buy, 
take advantage of our very liberal 
scale of monthly payments. A host 
of our patrons have paid for their 
typewriters out of money 
made typing work for oth- 
ers. (One woman made 
thousand dollars at 
home last year with 
her Underwood.) > 

If you know type- 
writers, you know the 
perfect work and the 
ease and speed of an 
Underwood. If you 


Act NOW 


Ever 


have never owned a typewriter, start with the 
finest ! One that will lastyou all your life ! But, 
the time to act is NOW. Don’t miss out on 
this present bargain offer. Don’t do longer 
without the convenience of a typewriter. 

Free Trial Offer 

Our plan gives you the opportunity of a thor- 
ough trial before you buy. You 
run no risk whatever. You start 
to pay for your typewriter after 
you have found it the one and 
only machine for you! But get 
the facts before this lot of ma- 
chines is all in use. Clip the in- 
formation coupon before you 
turn the page. It will pay you ! 
Note the very useful book you 
will receive free! Write for full 
particulars at once. 

Get our catalog that tells how we rebuild these won- 
derful Underwood typewriters in the largest factory 
of its kind in the world, and lowest prices and terms 
inexistence. We will also include free, the new Type 
Writing Manual — it gives many examples and sam- 
ples of uses for your typewriter: in business accounts. 


social correspondence, recipes, shopping lists, house- 
hold accounts, etc.; school work; literary work, etc. 
Clip coupon now! 


This is a 
Genuine 
UNDERWOOD 
* 

The ace of 
All Writing 
Machines! 


•! Shipman-Ward Mfg. Company 
IVICtll rOA-254Shipman Building, Chicago 

I Pleasesend me full offer, with Type Writing Man- 
j ual FREE, pricra. terms, etc. ^and fuljjnformation 

I 


about yourFREE course in Touch Typewriting. 
All without obligation; this is NOT an order! 


Name.. 


St. or R . F . Z>- 


P. O . 




. State.. 


Own a Typewriter ! 


A Bargain You Can’t Ignore! 
Try It Free, and See! 


GET YOUR typewriter now . A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want 
— “the machine you will even- 
tually buy !*’ Everyone needs 
it; now anyone can afford 
it. Don’t send a cent— but 
do get our big special offer 
—our valuable book on 
typewriters and typewriting 
—free. 

You can learn to write on this standard- 
keyboard machine in one day. A week after 
the expressman has brought it, you’d feel lost 
without it. A trial will prove it— and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 


A New Plan 
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N OT so long ago the 
majority of women 
were afflicted with a self- 
consciousness which pre- 
vented a frank discussion 
of personal subjects. Now 
this state of affairs has 
been replaced by a more 
fearless attitude. The mot- 
to of the younger married 
woman of today seems to 
be “Knowledge itself can- 
not harm me.” 

The barriers of igno- 
rance have been broken 
down. To be up-to-date in 
the subject of feminine 
hygiene, for instance, is no longer a mark 
of worldliness. It is a mark of common 
sense. 

In fact, the health of the race is so 
much a part of this question that it is 
not surprising to find doctors and nurses 
up in arms against the use of poisonous 
antiseptics so prevalent for this purpose 
in the past. 

Perfect frankness 
desirable 

The use of these poisons 
goes beyond the mere per- 
sonal danger. It has become 
a family concern, almost a 
public menace. Every re- 
sponsible married citizen, 
whether man or woman, 
owes it to his or her family 
welfare to investigate per- 
sonally this matter of poi- 
sonous antiseptics. Between 
husband and wife perfect 
frankness and confidence 
should be established, be- 


How many wives 
discuss these intimate matters 


with their husbands ? 


cause there are many facts bearing on 
this subject which a man can more easily 
check up. Any husband or brother who 
saw service in Europe will tell you about 
the Great War antiseptic which super- 
seded the poisonous carbolic acid and 
bichloride of mercury in the hospitals of 
the Allied Armies. Now this same anti- 
septic under the name of 
Zonite is superseding these 
poisons in the practice of 
feminine hygiene in Ameri- 
can homes. 


Zonite a medicine 
cheat in it eel f 

For prevention against 
colds, coughs, grippe 
and influenza. 

Fora daily mouthwash 
to guard against pyor- 
rhea and other gum 
infections. 

Rem ember that Zonite, 
though a very power- 
ful antiseptic, is non- 
Poisonous and abso- 
lutely safe to use. 
h * A 

Use Zonite Ointment 
for sunburn, insect kites, 
poison ivy, burns, 
scratches and other sur- 
face infections. Also, as 
a powerful deodorant in 
vanishing cream form. 


New discovery banishes 
poisoning risk 

As every doctor knows, most 
compounds of cresol and 
phenol (carbolic acid) con- 
tain soapy ingredients to re- 
duce the caustic, burning 
effect, but nevertheless they 
remain corrosive in their 
action. Their use by women 
frequently results in areas 
of scar-tissue and eventual 


hardening of delicate 
membranes. 

Compare with this the 
benign action of Zonite. 
This new antiseptic and 
germicide is immensely 
powerful and yet abso- 
lutely non-poisonous . It is 
far stronger than any 
dilution of carbolic acid 
that can be applied to the 
body. The woman who 
uses Zonite for feminine 
hygiene is running no risk 
of permanent injury. She 
can be assured of hygienic 
cleanliness, surgical clean- 
liness, without fear of the deadly “skull- 
and-crossbones.” 

Fatal as Zonite is to germ-life, it is 
so harmless to human beings that lead- 
ing dentists from coast to coast are 
recommending its use as a mouth 
antiseptic. What other powerful germ- 
icide can be held in the mouth? Zonite 
is actually safe in the hands of a child. 

Full directions in package 
Special booklet on request 

Zonite has spread rapidly. Already it can 
be bought in nearly every drug store in 
the country. Full directions for its 
many uses come in every package. 

However, the Women’s Division has 
issued a special booklet for the use and 
convenience of women. The information 
it contains about modern feminine 
hygiene is concise and authentic. It is 
a booklet every mother will want to 
give her daughter — a booklet every 
wife should have. It comes in dainty 
“social correspondence” envelope. Send 
for it. Read it. Pass it along to others. 

USE THE COUPON BELOW 


'jfenite 

In bottles , 2 Sc, 50c and $ 1.00 
at drug stores 


Women** Division, Zonite Products Co. 

Postum Building, 250 Parle Avc., New York, N. Y. 

Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or 
booklets checked below. 

O Feminine Hygiene 
O Use of Antiseptics in the Home 

Name 

Address 

City State 

PtouM FEINT Name 

In Canada: 165 Dufferin St., Toronto . X-14 
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JUNE A MACFADDEN PUBLICATION „ 1926 


Root Out the Evil At Its Source 

By George William Wilder 

“ ^ HOW no mercy. Crime is only prevented when criminals receive merciless 
punishment.” . . . ‘‘Place a loaded revolver in every home and you strike 
terror to the hearts of criminals so that they fear to attempt their nefarious 
business.” . . . And so on and so on. So speak theorists and reformers on the sub- 
ject of prevention of crime. 

What is more logical, what more natural, than to listen to the opinion of an 
admitted criminal, one who has had intelligence enough to quit his criminal 
career? 

Mr. Netley Lucas is an Englishman, who practiced confidence work, bur- 
glary, worked as a gambler’s schill and other unlawful activities, both in his own 
country and America. After years at the game, and after plenty of experience 
behind prison bars, he has made up his mind to turn to the right and play the 
game clean. He has written a book around his experiences, containing also 
shrewd and far-reaching observations. He has called his book “Crooks: 
Confessions.” 

Mr. Lucas says in effect, citing his own experience, that more crime is bred * 
in reform schools than anywhere else. Mr. Lucas was brought to task while 
hardly more than a child, when he committed a petty theft. He was sent to a 
reform school for three years. During that time his contact with older, more 
seasoned law-breakers, gave him a knowledge of thievery, crookedness, and 
criminal practices equivalent to a college man’s training for a lawful, honorable 
place in the world of everyday man. 

Every living man has buried somewhere in his heart, ideals, ambitions, a 
sense of power, pride, and desire to achieve great things. A man is a criminal 
because these latent desires become twisted, because he is a creature of repression, 
because his viewpoint is warped. 

The solution in the majority of criminal cases is simple: Treat the young 
offender as a human being instead of clapping him into a school for crime. Take 
him aside and intelligently try to find out what he wants of fife, what sort of 
stuff is in him. Teach him a trade. Educate him academically, if that is his 
bent. Carry him on into a profession. Show him that he can earn a living, 
that he can be trained to make plenty of money, that he can achieve great things, 
within the law more easily and with far less worry than he can outside the law. 
Here is the heart of criminal reform, the kernel of the problem of crime 
prevention. 

The entire question of crime is based on the human element. Start that 
human element clean. Train the body. Develop the mind. Teach the benefits 
of clean living, of honorable living — and crime is reduced an enormous extent, 
the State is saved millions of dollars, and the nation is benefitted, because the 
mean average of its citizenship is improved. 

This is as inevitable as that the sunlight of dawn must follow the night. 
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Yo ur Powder wonY “Show* 

when you use a scientifically blended shade of 
Pompeian Beauty Powder to match your skin 


By MADAME JEANNETTE 

F annus cosmetician, retained by The Pompeian 
Laboratories as a consultant to give authentic advice 
regarding the care of the skin and the proper use 
of beauty preparations. 


Jtff 

CTT SOFT, delicate 
CSV texture — a lovely 
satiny face — yet not a 
sign of powder. What is 
the secret of her alluring 
complexion? Does she 
use powder? She dots, 
but a shade that matches 
so perfectly the tone of 
her skin that she secures 
the good effects of pow- 
der without seeming to 
use it. 

All smart women 
strive for a natural com- 
plexion, but all do not 
achieve it. Not all wo- 
men havefound a powder 
that really matches their 
skin — a powder that re- 
veals their natural coloring. Complexions are 
not composed of single colors, but a blend of 
different colors. Pompeian Beauty Powder is 
scientifically blended from different col- 
ors. Whatever the tone of your com- 
plexion, some one shade of this powder 
matches it perfectly. Select this shade definitely olive, 
from the directions that follow in the Naturdle shade. 
Shade Chan. 

Pompeian Beauty Powder has gained 
its remarkable popularity because of its 
purity, its exceptional consistency, its 
delicate odor, its quality of adhering 
well — and its perfection of shades. 



You cam give your skim a 
lerety luiferm tome h using 
a tele i ted shade of Ptmpeiam 
Beauty Powder— the shade 
that exactly matches your 
skim! 



This charming type of American beauty, with gray eyes and brown hair, should use 
Pompeian Beauty Powder in the Nature lie shade to emphasize the lovely tone of her skin. 


This skin should use the 


Shade Chart for selecting 
your shade of Pompeian Beauty Powder 

Medium Skim: The average American skin 
tone is medium, neither decidedly light nor 

Tour off, sign, and tend 

*> 

Madame Jeannette, Tnr PokcretAM La*o« ato*i» 

2)16 Payne Ave_. Cleveland. Ohio. 

Dear Madame: 1 enclose 2 dimes (20c) for 1926 
Panel. H of 60c box of Bloom, Beauty Booklet and 
samples. ' 


Olive Skim: Women with this type of skin 
are apt to have dark hair and eyes character- 
istic of the beautiful Spanish women. This 
skin should use the Rochet shade to match its 
rich tones. 

Pink 5km : This is the youthful, rose-tinted 
skin (not the florid skin) and should use the 
Flesh shade. 

White Skin: This skin is unusual, but if you 
have it you arc the only 
type that should use 
White powder in the 
daytime. 


In the evening under artificial light it may be 
better to use powder of lighter shade than the 
one recommended here. In case of doubt, 
write a description of your skin, hair and eyes 
to me for special advice. 

If you have experienced the difficulty of 
having powder look “chalky and unnatural, ' 
buy a box of Pompeian Beauty Powder today, 
in the shade suggested. At all toilet counters 
60c. (Slightly higher in Canada.) Purity and 
satisfaction guaranteed. 


N ime ... 

Sow 

Address 


City 


State 


Shade of powder wanted 

This compos r void after Noo. J, 192 6 



1 also togaest Ptmpeiam Day 
skim agaimst 
the weather, 
and Ptmpeiam 
Bleem Jet a 
touch of color. 


Create to protect your 
Specialise \J em Beaut* 


SPECIAL OFFER — J4 of a 60c box of Bloom, 


the 1926 Panel with samp l es oft 
“ petau pro du ct s 


Beauty l 
Hall for 


HPHIS generous offer of Bloom 
^ gives you an oppqtrunity to 
really know how good is this pop- 
ular Pompeian product. For 20c 
you get y % of a 60c box of Pom- 
peian Bloom, valuable samples of 
Pompeian Day Cream (protecting). 
Night Cream (cleansing). Beauty 


Powder, Madame Jeannette’s beau- 
ty booklet, and the famous 1926 
Pompeian Panel entitled, “Mo- 
ments That Will Treasured Be, in 
the Mint of Memory.” This panel 
was executed by a famous artist 
and is reproduced in full color. 
Art store value 75c to $1.00. 



The 

Nurse Who 


DETECTIVE 


By 

Gladys Knight 


4 BOUT seven o'clock one night I 
/\ was called to the telephone, and 
Ji 1 asked to take a case at 3409-A 
Urbania Street. So I packed 
my grip, got into my uniform, and went 
out without any misgivings as to what I 
was going into. 

This address wasn't familiar to me, but 
the man on the phone had given me clear 
directions how to get there. 

When I got out of the street-car, I be- 
gan to wish I hadn’t come. The house 
stood in a deserted, dark-looking street, 
wide as an avenue. There was only a 
corner street-light, and most of the 
houses were dark. Number 3409-A was 
a brick two-story-and-attic affair, set 
directly on the sidewalk, with a yard on 
either side black with trees. 

There was a light behind the transom 
of Number 3409-A. The glass panel of 
the door itself was hidden by a lowered 
shade. And when I rang the bell the 
door opened as if someone had been be- 
hind it waiting for me. This man was 
apparently a servant ; a middle-aged 
thin man, who looked as if he had a lot 
of strength behind a wiry exterior. 

It was a dark old place, one showing 
evidences of wealth. Dark walls, dark 
carpets, dark furniture, and on the walls 
the blackest old oil-paintings I ever saw. 

All about as cheerful as a mausoleum. 

“No wonder somebody's sick in here," 

I thought. “If I lived here I'd be down with melancholia 
in a week." 

A man was waiting at the head of the stairs as I came 
up, the same man who had spoken to me over the phone; I 
recognized his voice at once, as well as his manner of speech. 
He was civil enough — a tall man about thirty-five. He said his 
niece was very ill — had had a serious accident. He had been 


Played 


“Mr. Paul’s 
orders is 
that no one 
i* to go 
out" 



told that I was a 
good nurse, and 
one who could 
mind her own 
business and hold 
her tongue. 

“Ah,” I thought 
here, “I must hold 
my tongue, must 

IT 

He went on to 


of extreme nervousness, accidentally shot 
“The plot thickens,” I thought, though 


She was offered double her regular price 
per day to nurse a girl suffering from a 
gun-shot wound. Before two days had 
gone by she found herself involved in 
a crime bigger than murder 


explain that his 
niece was very 
nervous — in fact, 
he insinuated that 
she was partially 
unbalanced — and 
had, in a moment 
herself. 

without changing 
expression. 

/^VF course, he 
went on, they 
desired to keep 
the whole affair 
quiet. The doctor 
said the wound 
was not danger- 
ous, and that, 
with proper care, 
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the girl would recover. He, the doctor, was the soul of 
discretion, and they expected me to be the same — for fifteen 
dollars a day as long as I was needed, and a lump sum upon 
dismissal. 

He led me down the hall to a room about the middle of the 
building. It was a big room, and more at- 
tractive than the rest of the house that I 
had seen, although it wasn’t very well 
lighted, only a bulb just over against the bed. 
The doctor was standing by the bed, and 
in the big bed, under a 
yellow eider-down quilt, 
lay the girl. 

She 
hardly 
than a 
and she didn’t 
look like a 


was 

more 

child, 


missing by a lucky chance the vital organs, and drilling a hole 
clear through three or four inches of her body. A rib had 
been shattered and a good deal of blood lost, but, unless 
infection set in, the doctor said, she would recover. 

“She’s left-handed, then,” I observed carelessly, and saw 
the uncle shoot me a quick glance. 

“Yes,” he said. “How did you know ?” 

KTOW, a probationer, even, would know that a right- 
* handed person would have to dislocate her arm to shoot 
a slanting hole through the right side of her body. It 
suddenly came upon me that the man hadn't told me his name 
or the girl's. 

Another thing set me to puzzling. I had never seen this 
doctor before. I knew all the prominent physicians in the 
city by sight at least, but this man stirred no recollection 
within me. I could see that he knew his business. Dr. 

Brown, the uncle called him. He might have 
called him Smith or Jones, I thought. 

After Dr. Brown had given me 
instructions, he left, the uncle fol- 
lowing him. An old 
woman came in. 




If harm 
came to 
Jane her 
uncle would 
not leave 
that room 
alive 


she would have been a 
round, pink-and-white lit- 
tle beauty. Now her face “was drained of color and pinched. 
I learned that the shot had hit her directly below a lung, 


pulling one end of a 
davenport while a servant, the same one who had 
opened the door for me, pushed at the other. She 
brought sheets and made it up into a bed for me. 
After they went out, I began to look around and take 
my bearings. 

The girl slept restlessly, moaning every now and 
then, and moving from side to side. The doctor had 
given her a narcotic, but she was one of those curi- 
ous cases you come across every now and then who 
are not susceptible to drugs. 

The room was apparently the girl’s regular bed- 
chamber. In a closet was a collection of expensive 
dresses, shoes and hats. The toilet articles on the 
dressing-table were of ivory. In looking at these, my 
eye was caught by a photograph in a silver frame that stood 
among theyn. A nice pleasant- faced boy, with a big generous 
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mouth and good eyes. Just a great big earnest kid ; nothing 
sinister or shady about him. Brother? No, there was no 
resemblance. Sweetheart, I decided. Well, I was glad for 
one human touch in all this mysterious business. 

Next morning when I went to the window to raise the 
shade. I found myself looking out on a perfect sea of green. 
T^he trees grew so high on this side that you could see noth- 
ing beyond. As I turned back into the room I saw the girl 
open her eyes and stare at me with a kind of frightened, 
pitiful gaze. 

“Hello!” I said. “Feeling pretty good this morning?” 

I saw now that her eyes were browm and pretty, and as 
I looked at them I said to myself, “That girl's no more crazy 
than I am.” 

She was dopey all day, being kept under big doses of 
morphine. She didn’t have much to say; only once she 
asked me “if Bevis knew,” and 
I found out she meant the boy 
on her dressing-table ; he was 
her sweetheart all right. 

“IT NCLE PAUL” came in to 
^ see her several times, and 
I could have sworn she had no 
feelings of a relative toward him. 


certain the girl had never shot herself. I had seen too many 
self-inflicted wounds to be deceived. The doctor was a 
regular old granite- face. He never spoke an unnecessary 
word. 

Next day the girl was better. She talked a little, and 
worried about Bevis. I said I'd phone him for her. 

“But we have no telephone,” the girl said. 

KTOW, that was funny, I thought. No telephone in a 
house like this ! 

“Honey,” I said, “tell me how you happened to do it 
Were you handling a gun when it went off?” 

“Oh, no — I — I don’t exactly remember ” she stammered 

I looked her straight in the eye. “Did you shoot yourself?” 
I asked- her. 

She grew pale, and then violently red. “Oh, yes !” she 
said. “Yes, I shot myself.” 

“You’re a liar,” I thought. Then I had an idea. I 
handed her a glass of water. She took it with her 

right hand. 

“Are you left- 
handed ?” I asked 
innocently. 


Evidently 
he meant 
to torture 
her into 





The old woman brought me my meals, and the doctor came 
in twice, but nothing happened all day of special interest, 
except that Mr. Paul called me from the room and informed 
me that while I was on the case I w*as expected not to leave 
the house. 

“But I may be on here for some time,” I objected. “Do 
you meaii I am to remain shut up here for weeks ?” 

“At twenty dollars a day?” he asked, with a slight smile. 

“My value is going up,” I thought; but I said aloud, “Oh, 
all right.” 

I had a lot of time to think and a lot of time to notice, and 
when the doctor dressed the wound that evening I knew for 


She almost drop- 
ped the glass. “Why, 
yes,” she said. “lam.” 
“Then why did you take the 
glass with your right hand?” 

“I do, sometimes.” 

But later, when I thought she 
had forgotten, I got her to write 
a note to Bevis. As I expected, 
she used her right hand. 

“Honey, you can’t fool me,” I said. “You’re no left-hander, 
and you never fired that shot. Look here, don’t be afraid of 
me. I’m on your side, no matter what has happened. Any- 
thing you want to tell me will stick right along here with nu 
She looked frightened, but kept insisting that it was noth 
ing; that she had shot herself. On asking her why she did 
it, she hesitated, stammered, and said she “didn’t know.” 

I felt a talk with Bevis would help out a lot, but I was 
tied to the house and couldn’t leave. And her letter to him 
I was sure would never reach him. As a matter of fact, it 
didn’t. 

In about a week she was so much better that the doctor 
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stopped coining. I asked her if he were the family doctor, 
and she said no, she had never seen him before. Putting two 
and two together, I came to the conclusion that he was an 
out-of-town doctor called in for the occasion, and his mouth 
stopped by a large fee. 

It was a day or so later that I got the truth out of her. I 
had grown fond of the girl, simple, unsophisticated little 
thing that she was, and she of me. She began to trust me a little. 

“You’re doing so well, Jane,*' I had learned her name by 
now, “111 be going away in a few days, I guess.” 

An expression of fear spread over her face at this. “Oh, 
don’t go yet ! Don’t leave me !” she begged. 

The idea of being left alone I could see was distressing to 
her. “But you’ll have your uncle,” I said. “You’re fond of 
him, aren’t you ?” 

■"THEN it all came out. When she began to cry like a child, 
* I put my arms around her and said that the only way 
anyone could harm her would be over my dead body. She 
told me, whispering and in broken sentences as if afraid of 
her own words, just how it had happened. 

“It’s my money, you know. There’s a lot of it — I don’t 
know how much, but I’m rich. And I’ve always lived with 


reaching Bevis or anyone outside. Then one night when he 
had been arguing and I wouldn’t give in he got furious and 
pulled a pistol out of a table drawer and pointed it at me and 
said if I didn’t sign the paper he had drawn up there, he’d 
shoot me. I don’t think he really meant to shoot, but I was 
so frightened and startled I reached out and grabbed it and it 
went off.” 

CHE lay back on her pillows, white and strained-looking. 
^ “Don’t you talk any more to-day, honey. You’re worn 
out,” I said. 

It did her good to confide in me, because after that she 
went to sleep and slept soundly for the first time since I had 
been on the case. It must have been a weight off her mind, 
but what a one she had shifted over to me 1 

She hadn’t told me before, she said later, because she 
thought I was in her uncle’s pay, just like the rest of them. 

That the shot had been accidental I was certain. If he 
wanted the girl’s money he would not kill her until she had 
signed the will. But that “until” brought me up with a jerk. 

Was it his intention to frighten her into signing and then 
to murder her ? Why be so insistent on a girl of eighteen or 
nineteen making a will when she was in perfect health ? In 


“T AWOKE dazed and heavy-headed. For a while I lay trying to 
1 collect my wits. Then I suddenly perceived that I was lying on a 
mattress in a dim, cobwebby space. Too well I knew what had hap- 
pened. I had been drugged, apparently with my supper, and while I 
slept Jane had been removed. Where was she? Would I reach her 
in time to save her life?" 


Uncle Paul since Mamma and Daddy died ten years ago. I 
never liked him very much, and I don’t believe he cared for 
me, but he never was mean. I didn’t see much of him, any- 
how. I was at boarding-school until last year, and I haven’t 
many friends in this city. Then I met Bevis, but Uncle 
Paul never seemed to like to have him here much, or for me 

to go out with him. We’re engaged, you know ” with an 

appealing look toward the picture. 

? “I’m glad of that, honey. He’s a fine boy.” 

“He is a reporter on a paper — he’s only twenty-two, you 
know. I have lots of money, and I thought we could be 
married right away, but Bevis said no, we’d wait until he 
could take care of me. Uncle Paul said he was right, and 
for us to wait; and, anyhow, Uncle Paul said I was too 
young.” 

I was liking Uncle Paul less and less every minute. 

“Uncle Paul began to talk to me about making my will. 
He said I was not to tell anybody about this, for people 
would talk. I said, I would make a will if he wanted, though 
it seemed foolish. I wanted to leave Bevis most of my 
money* 

‘“"THEN Uncle Paul said I was an ungrateful girl, and 
* that after he had raised me and had had all that trouble, 
I should think of him. That surprised me, because he never 
had done much for me. Then he came right out and said I 
had to make a will in his favor, and make it quick. 

“He said I’d stay right here in the house until I did. He 
had the phone taken out, and Crew” — Crew was the villain- 
ous-looking man servant — “mailed all my letters. I am sure 
he kept them to give Uncle Paul. Anyhow, I had no way of 


the course of nature she would probably outlive him. 

’Tie threatened to kill me if I told anybody. He said that 
before he got the doctor or you. I was so frightened, and 
I agreed that it was to appear that I had shot myself, and 
that I was left-handed. He said if I didn’t he would let me 
die.” 

I don’t know whether he suspected that she had said some- 
thing to me, or whether he thought it was best not to take 
any chances, but anyhow that night he called me out of the 
room, and began to question me as to Jane's progress toward 
recovery. 

“She’s doing well enough,” I said cautiously. 

“A very sad case,” he said. “To anyone who did not know 
her well, her condition might pass unobserved. It is only 
at times that it is apparent. A strange symptom lately that 
has developed is her delusion as to money. She has an idea 
that she is very wealthy; whereas, as a matter of fact, she 
has nothing at all and has been entirely dependent on me 
since the death of her parents. Lately she has conceived 
the distressing idea that she is being pressed to make a will. 
Indeed, it was in a frenzy over this that she shot herself.” 

For a while I will confess I was puzzled. I got to won- 
dering that night what was the real truth of the affair. Was 
it possible the girl really was laboring under a delusion, and 
was the affair really as the uncle had told it ? After all, she 
was only a child, and I had seen girls of that age, kept close 
as she had been, develop queer ideas and fancies as to perse- 
cution ; sometimes just for the purpose of attracting attention 
to themselves. 

Anyhow, I resolved to make a test. So I told her to write 
a note to Bevis, just an innocent, friendly note, because I had 
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an idea, though I didn’t tell her so, that it would end in Mr. 
Paul’s hands, not Bevis’s. 

I threw my coat over my uniform, just as I would to run 
out to mail a letter, and I went down-stairs without seeing 
anyone. Just as I put my hand on the latch of the front 
door, the man Crew appeared out of nowhere, as it seemed. 


leave it? Not a pleasant thought, this. After a while I 
ventured to put my head out of the door. The hall was 
empty, and I went back up-stairs. 

“Did you mail it?” asked Jane eagerly as I entered. I 
shook my head. 

“I knew it,” she said. 



PAUL’S orders is that no one is to go out,” he said. 

* * * The curious thing of it was, the economy in the use 
of names. I never heard Mr. Paul’s family name. 

“I’m only going out to mail a letter,” I said. 

“Give it to me ; I’ll mail it,” he 
said. 

Now I got angry. 

This high-handed 
business was 
too much for 
me. “I have 


Here I was, in the 
heart of a big city, 
with probably a po- 
liceman in the next' 
block, and people on all sides, and 
yet we were kept prisoners as truly 
as if we had been in a medieval 
castle, and it was a question whether 
it was meant for either of us to leave 
the house alive. The old woman and 
the man Crew were evidently in Mr. 
Paul’s pay, and expected to profit from 
the girl’s death, so there was no hope on 
their side. 

“You might give in to him and sign 
it, honey,” I said, after thinking it over. 
“I doubt if a document signed under compulsion would 
hold in court.” 

“But — it sounds awful, I know, but it’s what I think just 
the same — I believe he means to get rid of me in some way 
as soon as I have signed,” she said. 

That was true. I knew he could poison her in some way, 
and bribe that doctor to give a death certificate of natural 
causes, and nobody ever would suspect. “You see. I’m sup- 
posed to be worth around half a million,” the girl went on. 

Half a million ! That was a stake worth playing for. He 
could afford to give the doctor a good slice, as well as Crew 
and the old woman, and still have enough left to keep him 
from starving. I figured it this way: when Jane began to 
talk about getting married, he knew it was time to strike if 
he expected to get anything. ( Continued on pog 98 ) 


“I get an » 
and an e. 
What mes- 
sage did she 
leave?” 


a right to go out 
and mail my let- 
ters as I please,” 

I said. “I’m not a prisoner here, I suppose ?” 

“Mr. Paul’s orders,” repeated the man, like a parrot. 

“Well, I’m going out to mail this letter,” I said, “knd I’d 
like to see anyone stop me.” 


AS I turned the knob and opened the door, a powerful hand 
** seized me, flung me back as if I were a toy, and the 
letter was snatched from me. I found myself in the library, 
bruised, panting, furious. In the hall I heard the slam of 
the door, and the turn of a key. 

I stood in the large gloomy room, my heart pounding in 
my throat through the silence about me. This was truly 
sinister. I was a prisoner. Indeed, I wondered, when I was 
summoned to the house, was it intended that I should ever 






Kitty 

posed the day before 
husband were found guilty of violat- 
ing the Harrison Anti-Narcotic Act 


The 

Capture of 

DOPE 

“Where is the Queen of Dope 
Big Boy in the traffic?” These 
in a dozen cities, and the 

By Elizabeth 


T is an insidious thing — dope. 

Not only does it fiendishly eat into the very soul of 
the hutnans bound within its spell, but like a rat in the 

dark, it gnaws undetected into the heart of society and 
daily finds new victims. As rapidly as is plugged one rat- 
hole through which it scurries, so does its sharp teeth chew 
another passage. 

For years Chicago admittedly was one of the greatest 
narcotic markets between the two Coasts. Fed from New 
York and San Francisco with huge stores of forbidden 
drugs, the great city of the Middle West was reputed over 
the nation as a center for dope. The city’s two Chinatowns, 
the one in old Twenty-second Street, and the other in South 
Clark Street, reeked with the fumes of opium. In the 
shadows of the notorious white ways of the south side 
lurked peddling fiends, operating fearlessly. 

Detectives employed by the United States to ferret out the 
curse seemed baffled. Arrests were made. “Dopers” were 
questioned; their “stuff” was withheld to make them talk. 
Raiders swooped down upon Chinatown. Opium-dens were 
destroyed. Small stores of drugs were seized. 

Yet all efforts to discover the great source of supply for 
the scores of peddlers in the dark lanes of the city were 
futile. The addicts shrugged their narrow shoulders. They 
didn’t know where they got the stuff. The thin, pasty-faced 
men and women, dragged down and down by the strange 
power of narcotics, only cried insanely and begged for a 
“shot” in answer to the searching inquisitions of their 
captors. The lips of the dope-fiends were sealed. 

In the midst of this search there came from David H. 
Blair, Commissioner of Internal Revenue at Washington, 
D. C., a demand for immediate results on the check up. 

“Find out why Chicago’s big peddlers continue to operate 
without detection !” were the orders. 

That was the stern demand from Washington. Chief 
Elmer L. Irey, of the Intelligence Unit, called in Pat Roche 
and Clarence L. Converse. 

This was in early August 1925. 

A few days later, Roche, with no suspicion of where the 
insidious dope trail might lead, brought into his office a 


notorious crook; a narcotic fiend, whose reputation as a 
thief extended from Coast to Coast. 

He was tall, thin, emaciated — the usual type. His eyes 
sparkled with the fire of narcotics; his brain worked keenly 
under the influence of his stimulant. He faced a long prison 
term. 

He was questioned. Over and over he was asked: 

“Who is the biggest seller of dope in Chicago?” 

“I don’t know ; I don’t know,” he repeated monotonously. 

Until at length, realizing that by assisting the Government 
he could make his own criminal burden less weighty, he 
replied : 

“I couldn’t tell you for a certainty, but in New York, 
when there was talk about the Big Boy in Chicago, I heard 
the name Gilhooley mentioned.” 

'"THAT answer set Roche and his men on the track of one 
* of the greatest surprise exposes ever made in federal 
and criminal circles. 

Roche, framing a skeleton plan of procedure, directed 
this addict to purchase, with money to be furnished him, a 
two-hundred-dollar quantity of morphine. 

“Do you know where you can get it in Chicago?” 

The addict reflected. “I know a guy I can try,” he re- 
plied. “I met him in a jug down East. He's a peddler. I’ll 
see if I can reach him.” 

So, ft was arranged that the addict should telephone his 
underworld friend. 

The peddler replied over the phone that he could “fix him 
up with the stuff.” “Meet me at two this afternoon at Clark 
and Madison Streets,” he told our man. 

That afternoon, following Roche’s directions, the addict 
met the peddler at the appointed place, in the crowded 
Chicago loop district. Roche, with another agent, in one 
car, and two other agents in another automobile, parked 
near the meeting-place. From their machines the agents 
saw the addict and the peddler in brief conversation; saw 
them cross through the crowded down-town sidewalk, to a 
taxicab, enter, and drive away. 

In less than a minute both government cars — two cars so 
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Chicago’s 

QUEEN 

Peddlers?” “Who is the 
questions went the rounds 
answer was "Gilhooley” 

Cleveland 



Willie Gilhooley, whose underworld reputation 
extends from Coast to Coast 


that there would he less chance of losing trace of the 
criminals’ vehicle — were close on the trail. 

Forty blocks over the southside boulevards and they came 
to one of the quiet, sedate, and respectable residential sections 
of the metropolis. Straight for this district of old brown- 
stone homes of wealth and respect went the cab of the dope- 
hends, with the government agents close behind. 

In the very heart of this neighborhood — a neighborhood 
where fine limousines, well-dressed men and women, and a 
calm and quiet peace are the usual thing — is a small hotel, 
known to cater to a high-class clientele. The taxi stopped 
in front of it. The peddler and the addict stepped out and 
dismissed their machine. The government agents steered their 
own cars around the corner. Roche stepped out and walked 
slowly to a point from which he might observe the pair. 

The peddler, unsuspicious, left his customer to stand at 
the hotel corner and await his return. He entered a drug- 
store near by. and used a public telephone. 

Then, walking rapidly he turned his steps to a rich-looking 
apartment building midway down the tree-arched block of 
Oakwood Boulevard. He walked into one of the several 
entrances of the building, pushed a door-bell, and vanished 
in a dim, deeply carpeted lobby. 

Roche, in the street outside, had observed these movements 
carefully. Slowly then, he walked back to his automobile. 
As be passed the narcotic fiend waiting at the hotel comer 
he sharply gave him instructions. Entering his machine, the 
ace of the Government’s staff directed one of his assistants 
to take up a position at a near-by elevated station. 

XT OT five minutes later the peddler came out of the apart- 
^ ment building, walked to the corner, handed our man 
a small packet, received in return his money, and walked 
away. 

The addict, following his instructions, took the opposite 
direction to the “L” station. There, met by the government 
agent, he was placed in one of the official automobiles and 
the drug taken from him. 

Roche, alone, returned to the boulevard building later. 
Plainly, somewhere within that structure was a storehouse 


of narcotics. He inspected the names on the mail-boxes in 
the lobby. None were auspicious. He found the janitor, 
who could account for the occupation of all the occupants, 
except a family of Bennetts, a man and his wife. He had 
no idea of Bennett’s occupation, he said. 

R OCHE had noticed an expensive limousine standing out- 
side the building. Curiously he noted the license num- 
ber. He stopped at the corner hotel and phoned his office 
for a check-up in the state list of motor permits. 

As he left the telephone booth, he encountered, in the 
hotel lobby, a hanger-on whom he knew. There was a few 
minutes’ conversation and then, incidentally, the detective 
asked whether the name of Bennett was familiar in the 
neighborhood. 

‘‘Sure, he’s a guy around here. What’s he do? I don’t 
know. A hard guy. I guess. I 'do know h$ sometimes gets 
mail in a shop near here for a fellow doing time in the 
penitentiary. He's out of town right now, I understand; 
sick.” 

Here was valuable information. It established to a degree 
the identity of Bennett. It was a fair certainty that Bennett 
had some connection with at least one convict. 

Five minutes later Roche learned from his office that the 
license number he had taken from the limousine had been 
issued to one Kitty Gilhooley. 

Thus far, things had progressed at a rapid rate. The 
dope trail was unfolding. 

Roche believed that the Bennett couple, unaccounted for 
by the janitor, and the Gilhooleys, Chicago’s reputed dope 
agents, were one and the same. 

On this assumption he returned to the apartment bouse. 
He laid his plans sketchily as he proceeded, as every crime 
.detector fixes *his course, to meet circumstances as they 
arise. The next step was to watch the Bennett flat. 

A sign on the apartment building solved the problem of 
how to do this. A landlord’s notice offered for rent a 
furnished apartment. Roche, shielding his identity and 
reasons, asked to inspect the vacant apartment. He dis- 
covered it to be on the second floor across the wing from. 
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and on the floor below, the 
Bennett flat, with front 
windows affording an ex- 
cellent view of the front 
windows of the Bennett 
apartment and the entrance 
to the building. 

Roche rented the apart- 
ment immediately. He re- 
turned to his headquarters, 
called in two agents and 
ordered them to establish 
themselves in the flat as 
ordinary residents. 

Then calling into play a 
telephone tapping outfit, he 
located the Bennett’s phone 
wires on the outside of the 
building and ran a line into 
the Government’s apartment. 
An agent was placed at the 
receiver to keep a constant 
ear on the telephone calls. 
Another was stationed in- 
conspicuously behind the 
drops of the front windows 
to watch the door of the 
building. 



J7IVE minutes later the 
* Bennett phone rang. A 
woman answered. This was 
the conversation : 

Matts voice: “Kitty? 

This is S.” 

Woman's voice : “Hello.” 

Man : “Have you any 

tickets, same I used to get.” 

Wotnan: “How many do 
you want?” 

Man : “Four” * 

Woman: “I will have 

them between r six and 
seven.” 

Shortly after 6 P. M. 
that day, a man called at the 
Bennett flat. The agent on 
watch saw a woman, evi- 
dently the “Kitty” of the 
phone conversation, leave 
the back door of her apart- 
ment, cross her back porch 
to the rear door of another 
apartment, unlock it, pass 
through the door, and re- 
turn three or four minutes 
later, to the door she had 
originally left. 

Immediately the caller 
hurried away. 

A few minutes later there 
came another phone call, 
with a male voice speaking 
in. He asked for two blue 

tickets. The woman in the Bennett flat instructed him to 
appear at her apartment in one-half hour. He came as 
directed, remained for four or five minutes, and left, pre- 
sumably with his ticket (“Ticket” is the underworld jargon 
for a quantity of narcotics. The color prefixed indicates in 
this underworld code the kind of drugs sought.) 

There came, too, during the course of watching, a call 
from Detroit, indicating that the Bennett influence and trade 
extended to that metropolis : 
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Apartment No. 51 is the apartment occupied by the Gilhooleys. No. 48 was 
was used by the Gilhooleys in court, to combat the Government's search- 


Male voice (calling in) : “Hello; W talking. Billy there?” 
Woman's voice: “No.” 

“Is everything all right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, I’ll send some money.” 

“No, don’t. We haven’t had any of that for two weeks 
and don’t know when we wilL” 

And so the watch continued. There was a steady stream of 
visitors at the Bennett door. The hidden government agents 
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named Eddie. It was this call 
which told the agents that their 
efforts had been suspected. 
These were the woman’s word*: 
‘‘Kramer called to-day, Eddie, 
and said things were very, very 
hot. I may have to leave town. 
That’s terrible after pulling that 
big deal yesterday. I may have 
to ask you to come down and 
take care of the flat.” 


W 


occupied as a blind, by the unsuspecting Ebler and his wife. This picture 
warrant, permitting government agents to enter only Apartment No. 51 


watched from their windows a line of underworld characters 
file brazenly up the quiet neighborhood boulevard, into the 
homey apartment building, up the three flights of stairs to 
the Bennett door, and out again. Each left with his purchase 
of drugs. 

COR three days and nights the agents watched and waited. 
* Then early the fourth evening came a shock. The 
woman in the Bennett flat made a telephone call to a man 


HEN will you have to 
go?” 

“Not before next week any- 
how.” 

During the early hours of the 
following morning, came the 
next unlooked-for development 
The Bennett phone rang. 

“Kitty,” a man’s voice spoke. 
“You’d better close up shop. 
Things are getting bad. Better 
quit now and leave town. I’m 
worried.” 

The voice, according to the 
agent at the tapping receiver, 
resembled closely that of a 
trusted man, high up in the of- 
fice of the Chicago Narcotic 
Division ! 

Kitty, her woman’s intuition 
dulled and calloused by her 
long and unhampered practice, 
laughed at the warning. She 
wasn’t going to be scared out so 
soon, she said ; besides she 
couldn’t quit yet, there were 
some business matters to be 
squared up. 

In any event, it was very plain 
to Roche and his men that, with 
Kitty tipped off and the under- 
world suspicious, the time for 
the capture of Chicago’s Dope 
Queen had come — although pre- 
maturely for the agents — for 
they had planned to draw into 
their net scores more of addicts 
and certain narcotic officers sus- 
pected of dealing directly with 
dope peddlers. 

However, they figured that 
“half a loaf is better than no 
loaf at all.” So on that follow- 
ing morning a search-warrant 
was obtained for the Bennett 
apartment. 

Between that time and 6 
P. M. that day the same addict, 
agreeing to act again for the 
Government, was given several 
marked bills. He was instructed 
to make an appointment with the 
Bennett woman by telephone to purchase dope. This he 
did. He entered the Bennett flat, made his buy with the 
marked money, left the apartment, and surrendered to the 
agents in the government flat below. He was again placed 
in custody as a material witness. 

All through that memorable day in Kitty’s life, and the 
history of Chicago’s underworld, the woman in her ex- 
clusive apartment received a score of customers. Then, 
at 6 P. M., the government ( Continued on page 70) 


The VOICE that Came 


No young girl should consent to work for an unknown 
office hours in the small hours of the morning . Agnes 

—with disastrous consequences 


By A. P. Lorimer 

As told to 
Emil Raymond 



“I did not know 
who was sup- 
posed to hear my 
messages — or 
where” 


I WAS spending the 
evening with Bard- 
gett, the same pri- 
vate super-sleuth who had 
turned my attention to the 
historic kidnapping case of 
the Gwyneth twins— the story 
I disposed of as a Sunday supplement 
feature all over the country. This was 
the same Bardgett who really had turned 
up the true story of the ghastly Wentworth suicide, 
and had given me the facts before the police knew 
that the mystery was solved. 

In a way I was Bardgett’s press-agent, though he would 
have flown at the throat of anyone who suggested it. He 
was modest and like all really modest men, extremely vain 
about it. Publicly he always would let someone else take the 
glory. But in private he let no chance slip to emphasize 
the fact that the real credit belonged to him. 

A trifling weakness, indeed, and I mention it only to show 
that we understood each other thoroughly although tacitly. 
He knew that I never wrote a story without playing up his 
part in it to the highest degree. I knew that this was ex- 
pected of me in return for my sharing the master detective’s 
secrets. 


That night, 
as I said, I had 
dropped into his rooms 
out of an icy winter eve- 
ning, to see if some chance 
word of his might not lead to another 
story. 

Not that I ever had known him to say, 
“Lorimer, I’ve got a good yarn for you.” Never. 

But if he had anything that he wanted to talk 
about he would drop the casual hint for which I 
was always on the lookout. Then by a series of 
questions, I would worm from him what he had 
fully prepared in advance to divulge. 

“The world is getting better and more cowardly, 
Lorimer,” he said, puffing at his great, malodorous 
pipe. “Here I was just on the point of skipping 
off to Canada to look into the Morton murder 
when that rat Bevins confessed !” 

Bardgett was always resentful of a criminal who, by mak- 
ing a confession, robbed him of the satisfaction of ferreting 
out a ca§e. So I commiserated with him on the unfairness 
of Bevins’ tactics. 

“DUT why say the world is getting better and more cow- 
ardly?” I queried, struck by the peculiar association 
of adjectives. 

“They go together,”, returned Bardgett. “A good man is 
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Out of the NIGHT 


man who keeps 
Dunham did 


always a coward. 
As the world gets 
better itgets 
weaker.” 

“N onsense.’ 
“Read your 
history, my 
boy. The great 
things have all 
been done by 
the marauders, 
the bandits, the 
criminals of 
the world.” 
“Really? I 
hadn’t noticed 
it.” 

“Of course 
not. You never 
do. You're a 
good rewrite 
man, Lorimer, 
if that's what 
you call your 
kind of work. 
You can crib a 
story and make 
it fairly read- 
able, but don’t 
fool yourself. 
You’re just a 
purveyor of 
ideas, not a 
creator.” 
Bardgett was 
off again on 
his favorite 
theme — hi m- 



self. I knew 
better than to 
preci pitate a 
discuss i on. 

“Granted without a struggle,” I said, overlooking his 
unfair and totally untrue remark. 

He was about to dilate upon his views ; which I hadn't 
the slightest intention of rebutting, when there was a ring at 
the door-bell. 

Bardgett was annoyed. “I expect no one,” he commented. 

“Possibly a client,” I suggested. 

He pushed the button, held open the door and a girlish 


“At twelve o’clock I’d begin 
reading one of the Psalms, 
and continue for five minutes; 
then ” 


figure appeared, panting after mounting the two flights 
of stairs. When she saw two men in the room, she 
drew back. 

“Mr. Bardgett?” she asked. “I'm so sorry you're 
busy ! % 1 know I should have telephoned. But really, 
I only made up my mind to come as I passed your door.” 
She stood hesitating just inside the door. 


*lkA R. LORIMER is an occasional assistant of mine. 
*** need have no hesitancy in speaking before 


declared Bardgett. 

The young woman 
once. 


You 

him,” 


looked dubious, and I rose at 
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‘Til run around the block/' I began, but Bardgett motioned 
me to my seat 

“Don't go; stay and save me the trouble of telling you 
about it. And now, young lady, please be seated." 

She gave him a smile of appreciation. 

“Thank you, Mr. Bardgett. Miss Moulton told me about 
you. She worked where I did, and she was a witness in 
the Cummings divorce case. She often told me what a fool 
you made of Mr. Cummings." 

“Ah, yes; Cummings was an ass all the way through. 
You'll enjoy hearing about that some time, Lorimer." 

HTHE girl hesitated, then hastened to begin her explana- 
* tion. “When this happened to me, I thought maybe it 
would interest you," she began. “But I really didn’t want 
to come; it seems so foolish to worry about it. When I 
started out to-night I looked up your address in the phone 
book, and I was surprised you didn't have a regular office. 
I couldn’t make up my mind to make a real sure enough 
appointment, like you would with a dentist, you know, and 


stage, but after I'd been the better part of a month visiting 
managers’ offices and never getting past the boy at the door, 
I gave it up as a bad job. And from what I've learned 
about the stage since, I’m not sorry I didn’t get my chance. 

“nr HERE was nothing I really could do, so Ernie thought 

* I’d make good as a model. Not the artist kind, you 
know ; cloaks and suits. And’ he was right, Mr. Bardgett. 
I got a job right away, and I was working there right up to 
a month ago, at Zindler and Scheinemann’s. They make a 
fine line, and it was nice and refined. Some of the places, 
they tell me, are different. 

“Things slowed up, and about a month ago Mr. Zindler 
told me he’d have to lay me off. I'd saved a little money, 
of course, but I didn’t want to loaf, and Ernie thought I 
ought to find something to do, too. But there was absolutely 
nothing in any of the ready-to-wear lines, and simply 
thousands of girls were looking for work. 

“So I began reading the advertisements and answering 
them. I couldn’t do secretarial work, or even typing. There 


AGNES DUNHAM’S job was to broadcast through the air, after 
***■ midnight, a strange series of Bible readings and mysterious mes- 
sages. She was told it was being done as a great radio experiment. 
In time she suspected her employer of crime. Then followed 


have to keep it. So I just walked down this way clear from 
Momingside, and the closer I came the faster I walked." 

She was quite at ease now, fur coat thrown back, and 
one leg dangling over the other as she sat in Bardgett’s 
guest chair. 

“Oh, I know you’re going to help me, Mr. Bardgett," 
continued the girl hopefully. “Ernie, that's Mr. Clark, you 
know — I’ve been going with him ever since I came to New 
York — he thinks I’m silly to do anything about it. We quar- 
reled to-night about it. But you know the feeling a girl 
gets about things; I can’t help worrying a little about it. 
It’s so peculiar. That's just the word for it, Mr. Bardgett, 
peculiar." 

“Perhaps you’d better begin at the beginning, so we'll have 
all the facts. You haven’t even mentioned your name." 

The girl studied the pattern in the carpet. She was good 
enough looking, about nineteen or twenty, and dressed neatly 
and effectively. Her hair was bobbed, her ankles trim, and 
she had a soft pretty mouth and chin. Her voice was high- 
pitched and childlike, and gave the impression of youth and 
innocence. I couldn’t help w'ondering what situation such a 
girl might find herself in that would demand the attention of 
the great criminologist. 

DARDGETT and I sat patiently, and finally the girl 
^ looked up. 

“I hope this won’t get into the papers, Mr. Bardgett," she 
said, a note of distress in her voice. “It doesn’t seem even 
important enough to talk about. I know that whatever you 
do gets into the papers. And I couldn’t stand it; really, I 
couldn’t !” 

“You’ll have to take that risk, my dear young lady, if 
anything’s wrong,” answered Bardgett. “My cases fre- 
quently are written up by enterprising young men.” 

She hesitated a moment; then shrugged and began her 
story. 

“My name is Agnes Dunham," she said. “I left home a 
year ago and came to New York. I thought I’d go on the 


wasn’t really much that I could do, but I answered the ads 
just the same. Finally I came across one that looked like 
there might be something in it. It read something like this : 
‘Wanted, a bright refined girl for educational work; no 
experience necessary; excellent pay. Apply in person.’ It 
gave a Seventh Avenue address. 

“Now that looked good, Mr. Bardgett. I’m bright, in a 
way, and even if I say it myself, I'm refined. Everybody 
speaks of it. I guess it's my training. And what the ad 
said about educational work appealed to me, because I've 
never had an opportunity to get a real education. And so 
long as no experience was necessary I couldn't see why I 
shouldn’t fit in. 

“It was early in the morning when I saw the ad " 

“What paper ? Do you remember ?” interrupted Bardgett. 

“I don’t believe I remember," replied Miss Dunham. “I 
always read several papers so as not to miss any high- 
class ads.” 

Bardgett made a note, and the girl went on 

“The office was on the top floor of a big loft building, and 
when I got there the hall was simply jammed with girls, 
and the man hadn’t come in. We waited there about fifteen 
minutes, and then a fussy little man with glasses got off the 
elevator and opened the door of the office. 

“I don’t know how we all got in. It was a tiny place, 
with only a chair and a little table, and a stand with a radio 
on it. The man fiddled a bit with the dials and then turned 
to us. 

“ ‘My name is Thatcher, William F. Thatcher,’ he said, 
‘and this is the Art Radio School. I suppose you all an- 
swered my ad. Well, girls, I’m going to pick one of you 
for the job. The one who passes my test gets it. I shall 
try your voices and your manner as you speak before this 
microphone. I have a little code here which I shall ask you 
to repeat in your natural speaking voice. Don’t try to de- 
claim, or shout, or make a speech; just talk in your natural 
tones.’ 

“It seemed too good to be true, and I was glad I never 
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smoked cigarettes, for they say it makes the voice hoarse. 
The man called us up one at a time. It took a long time. 
He said the work was very scientific, and that’s why he had 
to be so careful about it So he made the girls repeat the 
test a good many times.” 

“Just what was this test, Miss Dunham ?” asked Bardgett 
“It was a verse from the Bible.” 

“A verse from the Bible?” Bardgett was surprised. “Do 
you remember just what part of the Bible?” 

“It was a different part for every girl. He just had them 
read from any page that was open.” 

“Very good; go on.” I noticed a lapse of interest on 
Bardgett’s part in the girl’s story. 

“Well, it came ray turn at last, and I walked up to the 
little thing that you talk into, and read out of the Bible just 

as if I was in church. 
I tried to talk natur- 
ally, as Mr. Thatcher 


cloak and suits; but somehow, Mr. Thatcher made me feel — 
well, uncomfortable. 

“So when he came close to talk to me after the others 
had all left, I felt a little scared. He had a smile that wasn’t 
really a smile at all, but was more like a grimace. He asked 
me to go through another test, a longer one. When I 
finished, he said: 

“ 'I think you’ll do, Miss. That’s the best effect I’ve heard 
to-day. I really think you’ll do.’ 

“Of course I was glad to hear that, but his next questions 
struck me as being strange. 

“ ‘Do you live with your parents ?’ he asked. 

“I told him no, and then he said, ‘Have you any relatives 
here, or any close friends ?' 

“I DIDN’T see why I should tell about my personal affairs, 
* and I just answered that I was alone. He seemed to be 
satisfied with that . 


Miss Dunham was visibly moved when she 
came into Bardgett’s rooms 



had told us. He made me read it all over again, and he 
nodded a couple of times as if he was satisfied. When I 
had finished, he asked me to wait a few minutes if I had 
time. 

“LIE went on with the list, but he didn’t really pay any 
* * attention to the rest of the girls. He stopped them be- 
fore they had said more than a few words. He took the 
names and addresses of a few of them, and finally they all 
left. 

“Mr. Thatcher was a peculiar man. He was short and 
thin, and nervous in his talk and actions. He seemed to 
fidget around the girls, and I know it made some of them 
nervous, too. I’ve had to pose for as many as a dozen 
buyers at a time, and you get used to all kinds of men in the 


You see, Miss, this position 
has one or two peculiar features, 
and that’s why I’m so particular 
right at the start. The work is 
educational and scientific. I’m 
making some very important in- 
vestigations into radio, and I’ve 
simply got to have somebody I can 
rely on. Much of our experimental 
work in sending radio messages is 
at night, when the air is clear. 
That’s why I asked you about parents or relatives, in case 
they might object.’ 

“I told him there was nobody to consider but myself. 

“ ’Then if you don’t object to occasional night work, you 
might as well tell me your name, and we’ll get down to 
business.” 

“He took my name and address and we talked it over. He 
said he’d have to be out of town a good deal, and his instruc- 
tions would be mailed to me. ‘And the important thing,’ he 
said, ‘is for you to folow the instructions to the letter. For 
instance if I say to send at three o’clock in the morning, 
you’ve got to be here sending out the message at three 
o’clock. And if I give you a certain test to say, you must 
say those words and nothing else. It’s important to 
have these things done right.’ ( Continued on page 1 10; 


The Mystery of the 

Disappearing GIRLS 


By Joel Snyder, ute of the 

Cincinnati Police 


“Yes.” 

“Would you mind giving me a list of the articles she 
took?” 

“Certainly. There was a brooch Mr. Ackerman gave me 
when we married. And a solitaire ring, the one he gave 
me the Christmas before he died. And the Ackerman string 
of pearls ” 

Hr HERE followed a list of jewelry worth a handsome 
* fortune. One hundred and twenty- five thousand dollars 
would be a mild estimate. I couldn’t help wondering what 
possessed a woman of the mental alertness of Mrs. Acker- 
man, that she should have trusted such a quantity of gems 
to a maid. 

“What’s the name of the girl, please?” 

“Mellish — Lena 
Mellish. I cannot 

believe ” 

“How long has 
she been with you, 
Mrs. Ackerman?” 
“Four years. And 



T WO hours after the 
crime was suspected 
I was out at the 
G r a n d i n 
Road house, in 
Walnut Hills. 

Seated in a 
small, overfur- 
nished reception- 
room, I was ques- 
t i o n i n g Mrs. 

Ackerman, the 
owner of the 
jewelry, to get a line on the situa- 
tion before I could take up active 
work on the case. 

“When did the maid leave here?” 

I asked. 

“About ten o’clock this morning. She only 
had to go down to Bramley’s, near Fourth 
and Vine. She could have left the jewelry and 
got a receipt and come back here by half 
past twelve, allowing plenty of 
time.” 

As Mrs. Ackerman spoke I 
watched her closely. 

“She took the jewelry down to 
Bramley’s to have it cleaned?” 


a more trustworthy girl 
has never been in my 
employ.” 

“You never can tell what they’ll do,” I 
said, and I spoke the truth. I had seen 
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Lena Mellish and half a dozen other girls vanished 
from the city as if the earth swallowed them 
up. Where did they go? What sinister in- 
fluence was behind their disappearance? 


several cases of the trusted bank clerk making a break with 
the bank’s funds in the eighteen years I had been on the 
detective force. Motives for crime are queer and varied. 

"Now what makes you think the girl got away with the 
gems ?” 

Mrs. Ackerman stiffened. She seemed indignant that her 
suspicions should be questioned. Indeed, if it weren’t for 
the fact of her unquestioned social position, and the layout 
of her home, I’d have suspected the woman herself of having 
the prime part in the theft. 

"Why/’ she said, a bit ruffled, "two o’clock came, then 
three and the girl didn’t get back. It’s five now and she’s 
not back. I telephoned Bramley's as soon as I began to get 
anxious, and they told me she hadn’t been near the place. 
Besides, there’s that man, that cobbler ” 

I sat up, all attention. "Who is he?” 

"Why, the man that’s been hanging around Lena these 
six months past, making love to her. She gave me notice 
only a week ago that at the end of next month she was leav- 
ing — to be married. And to that person.” There was enough 
scorn in the last two words to wither a general on dress 
parade. 

Here was a lead that would have to be run down, and no 
time lost. My mind jumped ahead, and I saw this cobbler 
as a man of criminal intent, perhaps a con with a record, 
picking out the girl who worked in a wealthy household, 
playing up to her, whispering words of flattery into her 
ears, promises of marriage — all the time waiting his chance 
to get away with a fortune. 

"Where does this man live, Mrs. Ackerman?” 

“I HAVEN’T the slightest idea. I’ve seen him below stairs 
* several times, but I never took particular notice of him, 
except to wish he’d come less frequently. He’s a little man, 
stoop-shouldered. I couldn’t help remarking to myself what 
an odd thing it was. But that’s all I know of him.” 

I paused to digest what had just been said. Then : "May 
I see the girl’s room?” I asked. 

"Certainly.” 

Mrs. Ackerman touched a bell in the wall behind her, and 
a girl in black dress and small white apron appeared. 

"Show this gentleman to Lena’s room, Marie. And stay 
with him so that he may have anything he wishes.” 

"Yes, Madam.” 

As I followed Marie up-stairs I thought that that last 
remark could be interpreted two ways: As it sounded, and 

also, "Stay with him so that he may not get away with 
anything.” I smiled to myself at the idea of my being there 
to recover stolen goods, and even thinking of trying to lift 
something myself. Mrs. Ackerman ran true to her type — 
suspicious of everybody not her "equal” socially. 

You may wonder why I didn't ask to see the missing 
maid’s references. I’ll tell why. This Lena had been work- 
ing in the household for more than four years. During that 
time she had had ample time to get away with something, 
if she had been so inclined. Yet this was the first time she 
had caused her honesty to be suspected. No, this cobbler 
was the answer to the girl’s crookedness, and I meant to 
run him down in short order. 

The maid Marie seemed friendly. She was young, not 
more than nineteen. On the way up three flights of stairs 
she paused to remark, "What a pity! Whoever would’ve 


thought it of Lena, sir!” I made no comment then. I 
wanted to make my observations first. 

Marie opened a door on the fourth floor, rear, and stood 
aside to let me enter a small, cheaply furnished room. It 
was spotlessly clean and neat. Whatever could be said of 
Lena, she was clean and orderly to a marked degree. White 
bedspread without a crease in it, white scarf on the maple 
bureau, white lace at the back of a small rocking-chair — all 
attested to this. 

The only article of furniture in the room besides the bed, 
the bureau, and the chair, was a large, tin -and- wood trunk. 
This I made for at once, having scanned the top of the 
bureau to see if a photograph was displayed there. A girl 
about to marry a man she was in love with, would be more 
than apt to have his picture out in plain sight where it could 
be seen every minute she was in the room; but this was not 
the case. All the bureau held was a hair-brush, comb, and 
other articles that belonged there. 


*"PHE trunk was unlocked. I raised the lid and there in the 
* tray a varied assortment of belongings met my eye. 
Handkerchiefs, a scarf, a heavy coat folded, and so on. I 
was looking for letters or a photograph, and I found neither. 

I lifted off the tray, to expose the bottom cavity of the 
trunk. The same varied assortment was there, and the 
same absence of what I sought. 

Quickly I replaced the tray and closed the trunk, then 
turned to the bureau. There were three layers of drawers, 
the top layer divided into two small drawers. The one on 
the left opened, to reveal more handkerchiefs and gloves, all 
neatly piled; nothing else. The drawer on the right was 
locked. Here, then, were the valuable possessions the maid 
had, which she kept under lock against prying eyes. 

No keys were in sight, but I lost no time searching for 
them. I took from my pocket a ring of keys, one of them 
a skeleton which I kept for just such emergencies. And 
while the maid Marie watched, her eyes wide, I inserted 
the key and turned the tumbler of the lock. 

In that drawer were letters, bundles of them, most of them 
written in tWe same scrawly, masculine handwriting, as a 
hasty glance soon showed. It was the writing of a man 
unaccustomed to the use of a pen. I didn’t take the time 
to read any of them through; I saw enough to satisfy me 
that they were from the cobbler. Three salutations of 
Dearest , Darling Lena , and My Little Wife-to-Be, told me 
that. I took time only to find the address they bore — a 
number down on Walnut Street, near Fourth. 

I opened my eyes in surprise at this. Walnut is only one 
street east of Vine. And Vine, near Fourth, is the location 
of the jeweler Lena was to take the jewels to. How easy ! 

The letters were signed Gus. 

In the drawer I found another valuable thing: A photo- 
. graph of a girl and man on a post-card such as are made 
at amusement parks. I studied this carefully, for a chance 
to fix descriptions of that pair firmly in my mind. 


^T'HE g* r l was large; nice-looking in a heavy way. The 
* face was pleasant enough, and at the time the photo was 
taken it registered a happy smile. The face of the man 
interested me. 

Marie was a bet I couldn’t afford to overlook, much as 
I needed time. The opinion of the head of a household 
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with regard to servants is one thing, but the opinion of other 
help is quite another. With the idea of getting Marie 
to reflect the opinion the servants had of Lena, I gave her 
a lead designed to make her talk. 

“Lena’s the finest girl we’ve had here. I never seen a 
girl with less airs. Why, they come and they go here, but 
Lena stayed right on. I'm minded of the time Lena went 
out last winter, in a raging storm, sir, to take a meal to a 
family down by the river. That's her. And to think that 
now — it's — it’s ” 

D OWN-STAIRS I told Mrs. Ackerman that I would do 
all I could. With that I left the place, and made all 
possible speed for the Walnut Street address. 

Men^ in the Department on duty at Headquarters had an 
expense account, which we use on special occasions at our 
own discretion. I took a taxicab down-town, telling the 
driver to make all speed for the Walnut Street address. 

After more than enough time to get there, the taxi pulled 
up before a house between Fourth and Fifth, on Walnut. 
Quickly I paid the driver, and looked up for a hasty sight 


off my feet for a moment. Instead of finding a criminal 
guilty of complicity in a jewel theft, I had come upon a 
mild-tempered man pitifully upset over a girl’s welfare, a 
girl I had to remember he was within a month of marrying. 

“When did you see her last?" I asked him. 

“Last night,'' he answered, readily. “And I was expecting 
to take her out to-night — unless she’s " 

“So far as I know she’s in good health," I told him, then 
debated in my mind for a second how much more I should 
let him know. I saw no reason now to hold anything back. 
Indeed, I felt so tangled by the complication of this man 
and his attitude that I welcomed the chance to enlist his 
active aid. “She's in good health," I went on, “but she 
has disappeared. She set out this morning with her mis- 
tress* jewels, to have them cleaned, and she and the jewels 
haven’t been heard of since." 

There must have been accusation in my tone of voice, for 
quick as a flash he said: “Lena didn't steal them. Not 

Lena. My Lena couldn’t take so much as a pin she didn’t 
know was hers. She's — oh, she’s been harmed! Somebody 
has killed her for those jewels ! Oh !" 


“T BELIEVED that a gang of men were at work; that they were be- 
1 hind these numerous and systematic disappearances. The girls 
who vanished, all had jewels worth a fortune on them at the time they 
disappeared. I couldn’t see why kidnappers, if there was nothing else 
to the disappearances, would wait only till they had girls with jewelry — 
and I couldn’t see why jewel thieves, if jewel thieves were responsible, 
should cause the disappearance of the girls. In fact, I still felt I was 
entirely in the dark on this case. But that ad we intended for bait ” 


of the house. It was an apartment house five stories high, 
with two stores on the ground floor. 

' I started for the entranceway, when my attention was 
attracted by a noise of hammering on my left. Looking up, 
I saw a shoemaker at work at his last, in the store just be- 
hind the window. I started, took a second look, then brought 
the photograph from my pocket for comparison. I couldn't 
be mistaken. The shoemaker at work was the man in the 
picture with Lena. 

What could this mean? If my deductions had been cor- 
rect. then this Gus was a criminal of a deeper dye than I had 
supposed. Imagine his staying on to brazen out the theft! 
But I didn't waste many moments in idle speculation. I 
went inside the store and stood at the counter within three 
feet of the man. * 

“Are you Gus Tiller?" I asked 

The mild eyes looked up from the last. 

“Yes. What do you want?” The voice was mild in tone, 
but steady. 

“What did you do with Lena Mellish?" I punctuated the 
question with an emphasis he couldn't mistake. 

The reaction was one I didn’t expect. 

TTHE man’s face clouded into a look of deep concern. His 
* brows contracted, he rose half-way out of his chair. 

“Isn’t she at her house — Mrs. Ackerman's house, where 
she works? Don't tell me she’s hurt " 

The man’s concern was undoubtedly sincere. I couldn't 
be fooled. He wasn't acting. 

I changed my front in short order. I admit I was swept 


I showed him my shield. “Steady, now. We’re doing all 
we can," I said. “Upsetting yourself like this isn't going 
to help a bit. I’m going back to Headquarters now, and 
start a search from there." 

I admit this case had me going. My mind was in a 
fuddle on my way to Headquarters. And it didn't clear 
until I was in the office of my Chief, seated at his desk 
making my report. 

JJE waited till I had finished, then boomed, in his heavy 
** bass voice : “Another one ! That’s the fourth missing- 
girl case to come in since day before yesterday. And all of 
them disappeared with jewelry worth real money. The 
Tinker girl, over in Clifton — the Underhill maid, and — but 
never mind that. Something big’s behind these disappear- 
ances, and we’ve got to find out damned quick. These girls 
don’t blow away, like dust. All right, Snyder. You stick 
to the end you’re on. Get out now, and show me something 
quick." 

I left him in a kind of daze. He’s usually an even- 
tempered man, inclined to be friendly and considerate of 
his men. By talking over every angle of a case with him, 
we’ve often been able to get a lead that meant the difference 
between an arrest and an unsolved case. For him to be 
worked up like that, and to dismiss me summarily the way 
he did, showed me he was hard-pressed. 

I now checked up on the day’s reports of the morgue, 
hospitals, and “Found" girls, such as had come in up to 
that time (six o’clock), and made sure there was no Lena 
Mellish among them. Then I went out into the fresh air. 
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I came along Ninth Street, walking east. Where was I to 
turn next ? All I had to do was to comb the city from Price 
Hill to the end of Eastern Avenue, from the Zoo to the 
River, and find a heavy- featured servant girl who had made 
away with a fortune. 

DUT had she? There was a lot to be said for the girl’s 
honesty, and in favor of the theory of foul play. 

The River — that gave me a straw lead. I turned the 
comer at Butler Street, thinking to go down to the L. & N. 


“Well, well, well ! The old sleuth seems to be hot on the 
trail [ Nothing short of murder, I’ll bet !” 

I turned when I heard the tone of banter, evidently ad- 
dressed to me. I was so absorbed in what I was thinking 
that I had passed by a friend whom I should have recognized. 

“Ruth !” I said. "I might have known it’d be you, kidding 
the old man like that. Where’re you headed for, anyway?” 
“Back to the mill. The Old Man sent me out on a sob- 
sister yam that went blooey.” 

It was Ruth Tempest (or so her pen-name read), a 
reporter for one of Cincinnati’s daily papers. She* was 


I could see Ruth wanted to give 
me a message, but her companion 
was too close to me 



Bridge. Near 
there I knew 
were several 
hang-outs 
where stools 
and ex-cons 
are always to 
be found. 

Maybe one of 
them might 
know some- 
thing. 

As I walked 
down Butler 
Street, could I 
have known it, 

I was within a stone’s 
throw of Lena. But de- 
tectives in actual, every- 
day life, unlike detectives 
in the fiction stories, 
have to plug for results. 

They can’t mb a wishing- 
lamp and have their cases 
solved for them. 

I walked on down, de- 
termined to shake some- 
thing out of the first 
stool I met. The Chief 
had led me to be- 
lieve that a ring 
of some sort was 
at work in the 
city. It wasn’t 
natural for four t 
or five girls, all 
of them known to 
carry a quantity 
of jewelry, to 
vanish into thin 
air. If this thing were organized, then nobody ’d be in a 
better position to know about it than the several stool- 
pigeons who mingled with the criminal element of the city, 
and are not above telling what they know. 


well known at Headquarters, and well liked, 
for she was a spunky thing, and often ready 
with a lead she uncovered through her work, 
that gave us valuable assistance. 

“I’m on my way to find a girl that made off with a mess 
of jewelry,” I told her, intending to let that be enough of 
a comeback before I passed along ( Continued on page 66) 


I Was Hired to Clear 

From a cell in the Tombs where he was being held 
sounded the call for detectives to establish his 
took up the case he brought to light the most 


M Y strangest adventure in detection began one morning 
when Mr. I. P. Simmons, the most astute criminal 
lawyer of my acquaintance, phoned me at my office. 
“Belcher,” he said, “this is Simmons. As you've 
probably read, I'm handling the defense of young Walter 
Worster, known along Broadway as ‘Buddy/ He's been 
indicted by the grand jury for the murder of his father's 
wife, Mrs. Theodore Worster. The evidence against him 
is damning, but Worster has convinced me of his innocence. 
He insists that the cleverest private detective obtainable be 

secured to work in his behalf, so I am calling you ” I 

flushed under his high praise. “Be at the Tombs by three 
o’clock/' he continued, “because I've arranged an inter- 
view. You're to see Worster alone, to get your own im- 
pression of him. O. K. ?” 

“I'll be there. Thanks, Mr. Simmons,” I replied, and he 
hung up. 

I consulted my watch. The time was 1.45. I settled deep 
into my chair and closed my eyes for a mental review of 
the details of the murder as published by the papers. I 
had followed the case closely and with interest. It was an 
involved affair, bordering on the sordid. Herewith are brief 
histories of the principals: 

“Daddy” Worster, as Theodore Worster, the father, was 
known to a legion of chorus girls, was nearing seventy, 
and was worth several millions. Finally he succumbed to the 
charms of a blue-eyed, yellow-haired girl of the stage, named 
Carmel Hawtrey, who rushed him into a marriage and 
became Mrs. Theodore Worster, of Park Avenue. 

Many years before this marriage, “Daddy” Worster had 
adopted a youngster of doubtful parentage, who became 
known as Buddy Worster. Buddy’s name originally had 
been Walter Trivers, according to the records of the 
foundling institution from which Worster had taken him, 
but became Walter Worster upon adoption. He was to be 
sole heir to the vast Worster estate. 

After quitting college Buddy promptly began to “burn up” 
Broadway with reckless abandon. The elderly Mr. Worster 
disapproved heartily of his son's “orgies of wickedness,” 
as he dubbed his conduct, and a coldness sprang up between 
the two. With this coldness the fingers that signed checks 
stiffened. Then, to the further dismay of Buddy, the afore- 
mentioned Miss Carmel Hawtrey hurled herself into the 
fray against him. She became his very youthful step- 
mother. 

Several weeks after the marriage, “Daddy” Worster con- 
tracted typhoid fever and died. His will left all his worldly 
goods to his young wife. The will contained a proviso, 
however, that Buddy was to receive what was left of the 
estate if he should outlive her. v 

'"THE young widow lost no time in trying to dissipate the 
A Worster millions and was succeeding nobly until early one 
morning, at three o'clock to be exact. Hearing a shot, a 
policeman entered the library of her Park Avenue mansion 
to find her lying dead on the floor, shot through the heart. 
Buddy stood over her, his collar torn, and hair disheveled. 
The door of the library safe was open, the contents strewing 
the floor. 


Buddy had given an incoherent recital of how he had 
been alarmed by a noise in the library. Rushing down- 
stairs from his room he had come upon Mrs. Worster argu- 
ing with a masked robber, so he said. He had closed with 
the intruder. The robber suddenly broke from his hold 
and, drawing a gun, fired at him. The bullet missed him, 
killing the lovely Carmel. The robber had then escaped 
through an open window to the stones of the courtyard 
below. 

To some extent Buddy's story was verified by headquarters 
detectives. A pistol was found beneath the window with 
one chamber discharged, but the grip carried Buddy's finger- 
prints on it Later young Worster modified his account. 
He declared that the robber had had the pistol in hand 
when he. Buddy, had first sprung upon him. Once, he said, 
he had actually gained possession of the firearm during 
the struggle, but it had been wrested from him again. He 
declared this was the reason that his finger-prints were on 
the gun. Buddy claimed that the robber had worn gloves, 
hence the absence of his finger-prints. 

Buddy's finger-prints also had been found on the safe's 
dial and door, but no others. When asked to explain how 
the robber had opened the safe by means of the combina- 
tion, he was quite ready with his answer. Mrs. Worster had 
probably opened it to put away her jewels, he said, and wear- 
ing gloves as she did, no finger-prints had been left. It was 
true that Mrs. Worster wore gloves when her body was 
found. She had just returned from one of her wild parties. 

LI IS finger-prints on the dial were easy to account for, 
* * Buddy explained. Earlier in the evening he had opened 
the safe to get out some papers, and had been careful to 
close it again. He then pointed out to the detectives the 
significant fact that Mrs. Worster's pearl necklace and 
diamond rings were missing, claiming that the robber had 
stolen them. A thorough search of the house failed to 
reveal the jewels. Upon later investigation it was learned 
from those attending the party that Carmel had worn them 
when leaving for home. 

The butler, a taciturn Japanese, backed up Buddy’s story 
by swearing he had heard the struggle in the library, but 
had been afraid to interfere. He had carefully cleaned the 
front of the safe the afternoon of the murder, he further 
testified. That would account for the fact that only Buddy's 
finger-prints had been found, and none of Mrs. Worster’s. 

However, before the grand jury, the Japanese contradicted^ 
himself several times and flaws were found in Buddy's 
testimony. Buddy was indicted and was waiting trial for 
murder in the first degree. 

Of course, the papers presented only the high spots of 
what actually occurred, but from a keen observer's stand- 
point I fully concurred with the grand jury in its indict- 
ment. However, I had been on cases where it looked black 
for the defendant, and had seen him fully exonerated, so I 
tried to keep an open mind. 

On my way to the Tombs I kept turning over in my mind 
the fact that Mr. Simmons, the lawyer, was convinced of 
Buddy Worster's innocence. I had great faith in his 
opinion. He was hard-headed, skeptical, and had dealt 
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The elderly Mr. Worster disapproved heartily 
of his son’s “orgies of wickedness” 


with criminals for years. 
Then, too, I argued, if the ac- 
cused was guilty, why should 
he demand a private detec- 
tive, who would delve deeper 
into the matter, and perhaps 
unearth further convicting 
evidence which the prosecu- 
tion might overlook. 

Another idea came to me. Was Worster guilty, and did 
he intend to bribe me to commit perjury for him? I grew 
hot under the collar at the thought. 

Buddy Worster was ushered into the room in the Tombs 
where I sat waiting for him. I was agreeably surprised 
at his appearance. I had expected to see a dissipated weak- 


ling, typical of 
rich men’s sons 
after a few years 
of roistering in 
the cafes and 
night clubs of 
Broadway. Be- 
fore me stood 
an upright, well- 
bui It young man. He was good-looking, too, with frank, gray 
eyes. He shook hands with me and his grip was like iron. 

“I'm sorry to see you here, Mr. Worster,” I said, awk- 
wardly. “It must be very trying for you.” 

“It is,” he replied, sitting down beside me. “Still I am 
not really afraid. Mr. Belcher, I ain an innocent man. 
I’m in a hell of a mess and you must get me out of it” 

I liked him instinctively, but I tried to test him out. 
“Supposing I find you guilty?” I asked. 

“Ill make you a sporting proposition,” he said. “Name 
your price now. If I’m guilty, Mr, Simmons will pay you 
triple what you ask. If I am innocent, your services are 
mine for nothing.” 

I couldn’t help admiring his nerve there in the shadow 
of the chair. 
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“Why don't you conic right out with it?” he asked search- 
ingly. “You suspect that I called you here to offer you a 
bribe, don’t you ? That I want you to manufacture evidence 
in my favor? Isn't that it?” 

I nodded, embarrassed. He laughed shortly. 

“No, Mr. Belcher,” he said. “Nothing like that. The 
truth is my only hope.” 

“I'm glad to hear you say that, Mr. Worster,” I replied. 
“Now, let's go into the case, if you are agreeable.” 

“Thanks, Mr. Belcher,” he answered simply. “I'm about 
to tell you something that only Mr. Simmons and I know. 
It's your work to verify this, so there'll be no doubt of its 
truth when it is submitted to the District Attorney.” 

He got up and began slowly pacing the room, without 
nervousness, head tilted back as if he endeavored to con- 
centrate his thoughts. I watched him in silence, studying 
his face. And the longer I watched the more favorably he 
impressed me. Finally he stopped and looked me straight 
in the eye. 

“Mr. Belcher,” he said, “I'm ashamed of the part I played 
in the hideous drama, now that I have had the opportunity 
to look back on it. Kindly remember, please, that I was 
in love, headstrong, blinded, and acted under unnatural and 


“Was Mrs. Worster aware of your presence?” 

“Yes, it was her idea, my being there. She wanted me 
because — well, after dad's death she told me she still loved 
me, and always had. And, Mr. Belcher, though I am 
ashamed to admit it, my love for her had grown stronger, in 
spite of her duplicity and greed. I just couldn't help it. 

“LJER husband was a dope-fiend. I planned to get rid 
* * of him. I hired detectives to uncover his past. They 
unearthed enough on him to send him to jail for years. I 
met him one night by appointment in an East Side hotel 
and confronted him with the facts, threatening if he didn't 
leave Carmel alone to have him sent up. He agreed to call 
it quits. We lived in peace for several weeks, until the 
night of the tragedy. 

“Carmel had given what was to be a farewell party to 
her Broadway friends, after which she and I were going 
to Europe. Her husband got wind of it, and, under the 
influence of cocaine I suppose, followed her home, entering 
the library by jimmying the window. Doubtless he de- 
manded more money. She must have refused, because 
when I came upon them they were engaged in heated argu- 
ment. Probably he had taken her jewels, from her, finding 


“ ‘WELL mosey over to my slab-joint. You scratch what you want 
” me to say, and the Jap here’ll hold the paper. To-morrow you 
come with the dough to the same place, give it to the Jap, and Til sign. 
He’ll keep the paper for three days while I make my gallagher, then 
turn it over to you when he gets the office from one o’ my pals 
that I’m dear.”* 

So was Buddy deared of the murder charge, but then 


trying conditions. Carmel — my father's wife — was no 
stranger to me when she married dad. Of course, this was 
unknown to him. Carmel was a fast worker.” His tone 
was bitter. 

“CHE engineered a quick trip to Connecticut with dad and 
^ when they returned, they were man and wife,” he went 
on. “It nearly broke my heart, because I loved Carmel, and 
I thought she loved me. She loved power more, I guess. 
When I reproached her for her betrayal of our love, her 
whole manner changed and she openly sneered at me, 
secure in her position as mistress of the house.” 

“Why didn't you expose her?” 

“Because it would have killed dad, and I was very fond 
of him. At the most there remained but a few years of 
life to him. and I didn't wish to spoil his new-found happi- 
ness. And he was happy with Carmel. She was clever 
enough to convince him that she adored him. The knowl- 
edge of my fondness for dad lent her nerve to defy me. 
Then a bolt fell from the sky. I learned that Carmel had 
committed bigamy by wedding dad. 

“Her husband, a crook and confidence man, who had 
deserted her two years before she met me, turned up and 
began blackmailing her. I hadn't known she was married. 
Carmel gave him several big sums to keep him quiet. Then 
dad died of typhoid, and left her the estate. She immedi- 
ately grew defiant and ceased paying hush-money to her 
husband.” 

“Had you ever met him? 

“No. but once I was hidden in the same room with them 
when Carmel turned over a payment to him.” 


no money in the safe. You know the rest.” Worster sat 
down, shrugging his shoulders helplessly. “That's all,” he 
announced, in broken tones. 

“What are your ideas for me?” I asked. All my sym- 
pathy was with the man. 

“My freedom depends upon your finding Carmel's hus- 
band and forcing him to confess. A confirmed drug ad- 
dict ” He hesitated, as if afraid to speak the thought 

in his mind. 

“Please don’t hold anything back,” I said. 

“Thank you, I won’t.” He leaned toward me, an eager 
light in his eyes. “It's rather off the trail, this forcing a 
confession, and perhaps it won't appeal to you. But before 
you refuse, consider my predicament and how helpless I 
am here in confinement. I have to depend on others. I — 

I " His voice caught. “It's his life or mine. I am 

innocent. He is guilty. He must be made to confess ” 

“And IH make him, Buddy !” I said firmly, using his 
nickname. 

“Thank you,” he said, giving me his hand. “Mr. Simmons 
wasn’t wrong when he said you'd come through for me.” 

Then he minutely described the husband of the dead 
Carmel. I wasn't overjoyed to hear that John Ross, as 
he was named, used a certain saloon on Avenue A for his 
headquarters. It was a notorious meeting-place of crooks 
. and yeggs. If my identity should become known to its 
patrons they would snuff , me out like a candle. 

“If this John Ross is guilty, why didn't you have him 
arrested immediately, instead of allowing all this time to 
pass?” I asked. 

“Ross is a clever criminal, Mr. Belcher, and even though 
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he was masked when committing the murder and was un- 
aware that his identity was known to me, still he disappeared 
and laid low. But Mr. Simmons and I felt sure that sooner 
or later he would become careless and return to his accus- 
tomed haunts in quest of his cocaine. We preferred to 
lull him into a false security until we were prepared to 
act on our own. That time has arrived. John Ross is now 
in New York.” 

“How do you know this?” I demanded. 

“I WAN AM I, my Japanese valet, is clever. At one time 
1 he 


was valet to 


(I can’t mention the name in 


print, but my readers should recognize the man when I 
add that he is a notorious gambler whose name figured 
prominently in the World Series scandal.) “In that service,” 

Buddy continued, “he 
formed quite a wide 


“Mr. Buddy is right,” he declared. “It is the best way 
to deal with John Ross. He is a dangerous man and quick 
to kill, but not well. It is the dope he takes. Some day soon 
he will collapse, without confessing, and Mr. Buddy will go 
to the chair for a murder he did not commit. You must 
hurry, Mr. Belcher. I would offer to buy the confession 
if I were you. Ross is greedy. Fifty thousand will tempt 
him, I am certain, if we allow him a few days’ start out of 
the country. Mr. Buddy will pay one hundred thousand 
dollars if he must.” 

“If John Ross is not well, Iwanami, how was it he was 
able to get away from Mr. Worster in the library?” 

“It was the strength of the drug, Mr. Belcher,” answered 
the Oriental. 

YY/ELL,” I said, “I agree with you that no time is to be 
” lost, so I’ll tackle the job to-night. I'll pose as a mouth- 
piece from Mr. Simmons, the lawyer. I will tell Ross that 
he was recognized by a crook as he left the Park Avenue 
house, and that the crook later sold this information to 
Mr. Simmons. And you must bring us together, Iwanami. 
You know him; pretend to be friendly to him, and arrange 
a meeting.” 

It is an excellent plan, Mr. Belcher,” Iwanami 
declared. 

Iwanami and I then got our 
heads together on the scheme. It 
neared eight o'clock when I rose 
to go. The Japanese, in addition 
to furnishing a comprehensive his- 
tory of the case which removed all 
doubt of Buddy’s guilt from my 
mind, supplied me with code 
signals which would 
pass me beyond the 
front bar of the 
saloon on Ave- 



“Speik 
then! Tell 
what you 
know and 
be damned 
to you!” 


acquaintance among the crooks of 
New York. He knows John Ross and 
learned only yesterday that Ross had returned. See Iwanami 
at my home as soon as possible. His help will be valuable.” 
Promising to do my best for him, I shook hands and left. 
My next step was to call on Mr. Simmons. He verified 
practically all Buddy Worster had told me and approved 
the course to be followed with Ross. 

Leaving the criminal lawyer, I visited the magnificent 
Park Avenue house. I introduced myself to Iwanami, who 
appeared to be expecting me, and plunged right into my 
subject. He listened respectfully until I had finished, no 
sign of emotion showing on his Oriental countenance. When 
he spoke it was in fairly good English. 


nue A and into the 
back room, where I 
probably would find 

Ross. 

Two hours later, 
dressed in a loud 
checkered suit, with 
a screaming tie and a derby hat, I sauntered into the saloon 
and leaned carelessly upon the mahogany counter, tipping 
the husky Irish proprietor the high sign of the gang. Sus- 
picion left his face and he bent over to me. 

“Where from, cul ?” he asked. 

“Chi,” rose my ready answer. “Pulling a gallagher (get- 
away). Crashed Joliet. Lookin’ for a nifty cicero (one 
who stalls a person while the other robs him) to help me 
on a flash job. Any clever crockery -molls (women wearing 
much jewelry) in this slant -joint? ‘Soup’ Ferris said you 
could fix me up.” 

“Go back there an’ lamp ’em,” said the Irishman, jerking 
a thumb towards the rear room. “I ain’t recommendin’ 

( Continued on page 93 ) 





Why I Killed 

My 22 WIVES 

Sensational murder explained for the first time — 
how Watson's intuition saved him from cap- 
ture— Watson' s amazing ambitions 

An Actual Confession by 

“Bluebeard” Watson 

As told by H. Edwin Mootz 


A T this time I was living in Los Angeles a great deal, 
/\ courting several wealthy widows. I had my eyes 
1 JL set steadily on something ahead — a big clean-up in 
the next six months and then Australia. It allowed 
me to face the future without a quaver of regret. I laughed 
as I thought of outwitting the sleuths, the law. I felt the 
lightness of youth. I could move through the world with 
that self-bubbling freshness which turns every daybreak into 
a new’ adventure. Even the memory of it now makes my 
days more endurable. 

From Chicago, half-way across 
the continent, came racing Nettie 
Tuesdale in response to one of my 
alluring advertisements. She was 
a bewitching little fairy w’ith 
golden hair and eyes of azure 
blue. I had provided handsome 
apartments for her and began a 
rapid love-making. I held out the 
cup for her to drink the quench- 
less joy of love, but she hesitated. 

Nettie had $3,000 in cash, and 
I w'as anxious to consummate a 
speedy marriage and then a trip 
to Mexico. Contrary to my usual 
success, the lady was not favor- 
ably impressed. She told me she 
had a sweetheart, a young man 
who was just beginning to make 
good, and that she had promised 
to marry him. She said being the 
wife of a wealthy banker ap- 
pealed to her, but she was not sure that she liked me. 

“I always wanted to live,” she said, “in beautiful Cali- 
fornia, where the roses bloom always, and see the golden 
fruits on the trees overcanopied by the blue sky and barri- 
caded by these wondrous mountains." 

Then she wanted to see my “bank" and the mansion in the 
orange grove that I had described to her in a letter. In 
the meantime she took my proposal under advisement. 

The next day I took her for a ride, showing her Los 
Angeles. We visited my “bank," and then went to Pasa- 
dena, where she viewed our future home. 

Daily I showered her with candy, flowers, and fruits. I 
pleaded my love in a thousand w r ays to this dainty bit of 


femininity, but apparently in vain. My pride and vanity were 
touched and I determined to win Nettie. I never had failed. 

About a week later she informed me that she had written 
her friend and broken with him, and with a smile dancing 
in her eyes she said: “I understand now that I love you, 
and I am sure — something tells me here" — and she pressed 
one hand against her heart — “by the way you speak and the 
way you act, that you love me." She raised her large blue 
eyes to mine with perfect frankness. “I am happy to love 

vou, happy to live in this wonder- 
ful clime." 

I threw myself on my knees, 
clasping her. I kissed her hands 
and vowed that I would make her 
happy, that her dreams of orange- 
blossoms would now come true. 

Later I suggested that if she 
would trust me I would deposit 
her money in our bank. 

“Why, certainly!" she replied. 
“I was going to tell you to take 
it. I have it here in my bag." 

I had her sign a number of 
blank sheets of paper, and we 
agreed to be quietly married the 
last of the month at my home in 
Pasadena. That evening we ar- 
ranged for a long outing for the 
following day. I told her I would 
have a big lunch prepared, and I 
would show her some of the beau- 
ties of California. 

She was happy as a child, saying: “Let us start about 
sun-up or a little before. I am thrilling to see the wonders 
of the sunrise from the mountains." To which I readily 
assented. 

The morn began in splendor. It came with the dews of 
dawn. It rose with the glory of morning to the summit and 
on to the mild, mellow ripening of a day. 

Nettie was gowned in an old rose dress, and a bright pink 
sweater and cap to match. 

We started out before the sun rose and began to make a 
gala day of it, visiting Venice, Ocean Park, and Santa 
Monica. From there we went to Sawtelle, reaching the 
hills late in the afternoon. 


“E> LUEBEARD” Watson 
U courted or married fifty- 
three women! He killed twenty- 
two of his wives! Some he sold 
in Mexico. He was swindler, 
burglar, white-slaver, murderer. 
From his prison cell in San 
Quentin the most astounding 
criminal of the century tells his 
story. Here is a human docu- 
ment without parallel! 
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It was a glorious evening. Silvery clouds floated slowly 
above, crowning the mountain peaks, saiUng through the 
deep blue, moving from the Pacific Ocean to the heights of 
the distant white-capped Baldy, now and then showing a 
lurid red from the sinking sun which flashed like crimson 
across the spot of an abandoned well where w*e stopped to 
camp and view the beauties of a California sunset. 

“/^VH, how beautiful! It was worth traveling all the long 
miles to see!” exclaimed Nettie, stretching her arms 
out to the west with an enthusiastic gesture. “Oh, you beau- 
tiful California, I'm glad I came, and, Charlie, so happy to 
have found you here in this fairy-land. 

“Now well have a real camp and a big feed. Pm hungry 
as a bear.” 

Nettie at once began spreading the lunch, then cried: 
“Charlie, let us boil some coffee and imagine we are out 
camping for the night!” 

I just had picked up a smooth, good-sized rock, when she 
turned and looked 
at me. The soft 
radiance of the 
pink and golden 


“Oh, Charlie,” and she moaned, “I'm afraid of you !” 

“I saw- a little snake.” I answered, “and got the rock to 
crush it.” 

CHE sank down to the ground, crying: “Oh, how you 
^ frightened me!" 

“Get up !” I said harshly as I pulled her to her feet. 

The shades of dusk were falling, yet I had that feeling 
that eyes were on me. I was looking in all directions and 
gripping her hands. 

“Don't, don’t!” she pleaded. “You are crushing my 
hands — they hurt. Please, Charlie, take me home. You 
don’t love me.” 

“Love you !” I echoed laughingly. “I never loved any 
woman. A woman to me is like a serpent hidden in the 
grass, coiled, ready to strike, and in my estimation less than 
the slimy things that spawn in the green, stagnant pools. 
They have no pow’er to move my sympathies, and all of 
them seem ” 

“Oh, oh !” she cried. “You inhuman fiend, 
you monster ” 

I struck her a terrific blow. . . . Then my 
strong fingers ... I placed the body in the 
rear of the car and covered her 
with burlap that I brought for 
use on this trip. I drove toward 


“You remem- 
ber the day 
you played 
with me in 
Hollywood ? 
You called it 
a prank. Now 
I am playing 
a prank on 
you!” 



sunset showed 
her face pale. A 
twisted coil of 
her golden hair 
hung loosely on 
her shoulders, 
then fell down 
like a shining 
serpent. 

“My God!” 
she cried. 

“What are you going to do ? 1 
started to run. 

I paused. An instinctive feeling warned me that someone 
was looking at me. I turned quickly and searched in all 
directions, but not a soul was in sight — and yet how true 
that premonition proved to be! 

I made a few quick strides and caught her by the arm, 
saying : “What is the matter with you ?” 


She leaped to her feet and 


the coast. I disrobed the body, wrapped it in burlap, and 
late that night I dropped her into the Pacific Ocean, weighted 
down, from the pier of the Japanese fishing village a few 
miles from Santa Monica. 

THHE following day I typed a note over her signature ami 
* sent an express-wagon for personal effects. Among her 
papers I found a number of them signed “Mrs. Nettie 
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Miller"; also letters addressed to her by that name, so I am 
inclined to believe that was her true name. I destroyed all 
her things and for once kept no mementoes, except a ring 
and her money. 

IT was after my arrest that I learned that an old veteran 
* of the Soldiers' Home at Sawtelle had, for years and 
years, seated himself on clear evenings at the north window 
in his room at the Home to watch the yellow glint on the hills 
turn to amber, orange, lavender, purple, and then to the 
blackness of night. On this December evening, as the rim 
of the resplendent 
sun sank from 


“This," my wife declared as she finished her dessert 
and looked around her, “is one of the gay places of Frisco. 
Vivacity is in evidence all around us, and people enjoy them- 
selves." 

“Yes, my dear. Here is where the dames show their 
jewels and lovers to their enemies.” 

“Poor duped husbands!” she exclaimed compassionately. 
“I wonder they don't rebel." 

I HEARD a ringing laugh that sounded familiar. Casting 
* a sidelong glance at a table to the rear, I recognized one 
of my wives dining with one of my fiancees and a gentleman ! 

My back was to them so I continued chatting, when sud- 
denly a lady two tables in front of me turned to watch a 
performer, and I beheld the face of a lady I was going to 
marry the coming week. 

I thought seriously for a moment. Here were two wives 

and two fiancees in front 
and in the rear, and the 
thought flashed through 
my mind that there might 
be more. It re- 
quired clever 
work to extri- 
cate myself from 
this perilous sit- 
uation. 



busying themselves making camp. The woman's movements 
were more plainly seen because of the flash of the bright 
pink sweater. As the light faded out, movements became 
less distinct, but he could see indications of a struggle. 

THE old soldier reported the occurrence to the officers and 
* a thorough search was made of the well, but the only 
evidence were the footprints of a struggle. 

I had an amusing incident occur one night in San Fran- 
cisco during this month of December. With a wife I was 
enjoying a sumptuous dinner at Tait's, where the tables were 
gay with animated beauty and one brilliant blaze of varied 
colored lights, music, and song, the sheen of silken hosiery 
and dainty-shod feet gliding over the polished floor, smiling 
scarlet lips, flashing white teeth, and eyes that gleamed. 


Quickly I brought my penknife into use and stuck it into 
the end of my finger. Placing my finger on my nose, I 
said I had a nose bleed, requesting the wife at my table to 
pay the bill and follow me out. I covered my face with a 
handkerchief and, affecting a slight stoop, I left the room, 
awaiting my wife on the outside. When she appeared I 
held up the bloodstained handkerchief. 

“I am sorry this had to happen,” I said. “Let us go 
home.” 

This is but one of the many instances of like character 
that has frequently happened in cities where I had one or 
more wives and sweethearts. In one city I had married 
three close friends, and they did not know that they all had 
the same husband. 

I received an answer to one of my ads, a very quaint and 
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interesting letter from a young lady, Miss Carlson, of Oak- 
land. I met her a few days later. She wa a a pretty girl, 
but why I wasted time on her and took the chances I did, I 
do not know. 

One night, in some mysterious way she came in possession 
of a few letters. Two days later 1 received word from her 
that gave me a great deal of concern, and I arranged to 
meet her that day. 

I told her I would give her $1,000 in cash for the return 
of all my letters. She had three I had written to her and 
four she had purloined from my coat. 

I arranged a meeting-place and met her about nine or 
ten o’clock and asked if she had the letters. 

She replied: “Yes, Mr. Lewis, I have, and I’ve found out 
that you tricked me and deceived me when you said you 
were wealthy and would marry me.” 

, “Well,” I answered, ‘’what do you suspect me of ?” 

She laughed 
a little bitterly. 

44 W h y, you 
have a wife!” 

“But that is 
ridiculous !” I 
exclaimed. 

“Come with 
me and well 
talk it over. I 
have the money 


vacant lots, and the mystery of her death is now revealed foi 
the first time. 

About the third of January, 1920, I returned to Elizabeth 
Hess. [Editor’s note: This is not the real name of this 
woman. Mercifully, she escaped death, and now lives in 
comparative ease and happiness. It is not the intention of 
the editor or publishers of True Detective Mysteries to 
bring distress upon anyone by reviving a past misfortune 
now lived down. Therefore the change in name.] Elizabeth 
was very much perturbed. 

“Hr HE Secret- Service game has a wonderful fascination 

* for you,” she remarked. 

I tried to jolly her and to change the subject, but the 
gloom had settled on her face. 

“You don’t know what it is like,” she went on, “to live 
day and night in fear, with no one to talk to — w'ith an un- 
canny feeling of dark shadows moving about. Even the 
whisper of the breeze and the songs of the birds seem 
to bring evil tidings.” 

“Oh, dear, you must not talk like that !” I pleaded. 

“It makes me so unhappy.” 

Suddenly she came out of the world of her 

unhappy imag- 
ination. “Real- 
ly, dear,” she 
declared, “T 



I recognized one of my wives dining with one of my fiancees! 


here to pay you for the letters,” and then I drew* a huge roll 
of bills from my pocket, saying: “Here it is!” 

I had no definite try sting-place in view, but trusted to 
my usual luck. We had walked a long distance. I looked 
back over the city, grim and silent. Now it was near the 
hour of midnight, and we were alone. There reigned the 
silence of deep desolation. 

The girl paused. Her breath came in sobbing pants. 

“Why are you bringing me away out here? Why don’t 
you do as you promised and let me go home?” 

I laughed. Slowly she turned and looked at me, her 
cheeks the color of a white lily, her eyes filled with terror. 

“Here are your letters. I*et me go. Oh, God, help 
me!” . . . 

Ten minutes later I was on my way back to my hotel. The 
body of the beautiful young Miss Carlson was found in the 


will not mention it again. When do we move to our new 
home ?” 

“I am having a beautiful place prepared for you on Rose- 
wood Avenue in Hollywood. It will be ready for us in 
about a month. In the meantime I want you to go down to 
Los Angeles and remain there until I arrive, which will be 
in about twoNveeks.” 

“Is the mysterious black bag keeping you here, Walter?” 
“Dear, why do you persist in being so impertinent and 
making my black bag your business ?” 

“Y OU must admit that many of your actions are myste- 
* rious and incomprehensible,” she replied slowly, “things 
which I do not understand, and certainly require an expla- 
nation.” 

“What business is it of yours?” ( Continued on page 104) 


Why It Can NEVER 

When a detective is hired to condone thievery, 
truth about a sensational robbery that rocked 


A LL detectives are dolts, fatheads, nincompoops. All 
/\ district attorneys are grafters. We've all heard that 
L 1l opinion expressed every time some big jewel rob- 
bery breaks out on the front pages of the newspapers. 
The circumstantial evidence seems so indisputable, all clues 
lead so directly to a certain person, that the law-abiding 
citizen, who would put up a terrific howl if his own liberty 
were jeopardized, fumes and frets because the suspect is 
not immediately clamped into jail. 

They think they know it all, these wise gazaboes — but 
they never learn the half of it. Next time you read the 
news of such a case, just remember the story which I am 
going to tell you. 

It's true, every word of it. The names of people and 
places are changed, of 
course, but you will 
probably recognize the 
robbery. 

I had been working 
night and day on a big 
blackmail case, and was 
just about to turn in 
and get a good long 
sleep in preparation for 
an appearance in court 
the next day, when my 
telephone bell rang. 

“Gosh, I'll bet half 
my share that one of 
those blackbirds has 
gotten wise and flown 
the coop," I said, as I 
picked up the receiver. 

My partner, Arthur 
Rykert, was handling 
all the other cases we 
had on the tapis at that 
time, and I was giving 
my undivided attention 
to the notorious gang 
which had attempted to 
shake down our client. 

However, as usual, 
intuition was wrong. 

Instead of hearing the gruff 
voice of one of our opera- 
tives, I was greeted by the 
sweet, clean-clipped voice of 
a woman. 

“/^H, Mr. Browne. I am 

so sorry to disturb 

you." she said. “And please 
don't blame your office 

manager. I insisted on his giving me your home 
telephone." 

This was strictly against the rules, and I swore 
it would take more than kind words to save A1 
Hansen, the night man, from a thorough dressing 
down. 

“Who is this?” I asked gruffly. 


“Mrs. Borland; you know, the daughter of Anthony 
Arkright. I’m in dreadful trouble. Some one has stolen my 
engagement ring and I would rather have lost anything I 
possess than that. I remembered how well you handled the 
robbery at our home the night of my debut and thought of 
you at once. We are staying at the St. John Hotel. Won't 
you come right over ?” 

“Surely, Mrs. Borland, I'll be over within half an hour. 
Sorry I spoke so sharply,” I apologized, “but I was 
annoyed at Hansen for breaking one of our rules." 

Old Tony Arkright, who had made millions in 
mining stocks, had given me my first start 
in private practice. I had handled many 
cases for him, and had known his daughter. 
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Be TOLD 


By Howard Browne 

Former Pinkerton Detective 


' As narrated by 

then follows trouble. Here is the Isabel Stephen 

the country some weeks ago 



“I am sure I saw my ring on the 
hand of a girl dancing in the 
Ambassador** 


Marian, from the time she was a 
tiny lass of ten. Although she 
was not beautiful, she was an 
attractive, wholesome, highly ac- 
complished girl. She had mar- 
ried a bogus count during her 
second season and a di- 
vorce had followed after 
three years of misery. 
Her second husband was 
an American whom she 
had met in Paris while 
she was doing war work. 
They lived very quietly, 
though Marian had in- 
herited an enormous for- 
tune on the death of her 
father. Her mother, I 
had heard, was confined 
in a sanitarium. 

These facts marshaled, 
themselves to the fore, blot- 
ting out the blackmailing 
case for the time being from 
my consciousness. The 
theft of an engagement ring 
didn’t sound like an interest 
ing mystery, but I always 
concentrate on one thing at 
a time. 


THROWING on my 
* clothes, 1 went down the 
hall to the room occupied 
by my secretary, and in- 
structed him to bunk in my 
bed for the night and an- 
swer all telephone calls 
which might come through 
Should anything of impor- 
tance come up, he was to 
call the St. John and relay 
the information. 

It was only seven-thirty, 
but the poor kid had been up 
until three and four in the 
morning for the past three 
nights, with the headpiece 
of a detectaphone glued to 
his ears, taking down in 
shorthand the conversa- 
tions of two of the black 
mailers; and his eyes were 
leaden for want of sleep. 
However, he assured 
me that the slightest 
tinkle of the telephone 
bell would awaken him, 
and he would sleep with 
one ear alert. 

When I arrived ai 
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the suite occupied by the Borlands. I found the place in 
great confusion. Two house detectives were there putting 
a pert little maid through a third degree. Mr. and Mrs. 
Borland were in dinner dress and had evidently been on 
the point of departure for some social function when the 
robbery was discovered. 

“IT isn't only the value of the ring, though it is worth thirty- 
* five thousand dollars, that makes me simply sick over this,” 
Mrs. Borland explained to me, “but it meant so much to me. 
Don't spare any expense in getting it back. Offer any amount 
of reward you see fit. These house detectives think Marie 

took it, and it does look that way, but I don't believe ” 

One of the detectives approached and looked at me some- 
what belligerently. His face was familiar in a tantalizing 
sort of way; somewhere in the past I had met ^Kis 
man, and the encounter hadn't been pleasant. This I felt 
subconsciously, but unfortunately I don’t possess “camera 
eyes,” and for the time being I couldn’t place him. 


“When did you first discover the loss of the ring?” I 
asked Borland. 

“Just about an hour and .a half ago. It was my wife's 
engagement ring and she always wore it. This afternoon 
. about five-thirty, I noticed that one of the prongs was loose 
and suggested that she take it off in case she forgot before 
we went out this evening. About six o'clock, when Marie 
had gone to prepare my wife's bath, I took the ring and 
placed it in a small jewel-box in the bedroom bureau, intend- 
ing to take it down-stairs and leave it with the vault clerk 
before going out to dinner. 

“I returned to the drawing-room here, and we sat chat- 
ting when Marie came in to say the bath was prepared and 
that a masseuse was waiting downstairs. Mrs. Borland re- 
minded me that we had an early dinner at seven-thirty as 
we were going on later to the theatre and I went to my 
bedroom and changed my clothes. About seven o'clock, I 
knocked at the door of my wife's room, and on opening it, 
I found her and Marie searching frantically for something. 


“YET, why was Mrs. Borland's engagement ring stolen when there 
* were other jewels there? Borland- knew the attachment his wife 
had for the ring. No professional jewel thief would be likely to steal 
a conspicuous gem like the missing diamond when there were other 

pickings which would be much more easily disposed of. If it was an 

outside job how did the thief know just when and where the jewel could 
be obtained? Who made those hand smudges on the transom frame?" 


“Mrs. Borland, do you wish to prefer charges against the 
girl?” he asked. “The circumstantial evidence is strong 
enough to send her down to Headquarters if you say so.” 

“No, no, I wouldn't consider that for a moment,” Mrs. 
Borland answered. “Mr. Browne will take charge of the 
case now. Thank you for your trouble. Please go and take 
the other man with you.” 

“I’m afraid the manager won't ” the detective began, 

when Mr. Borland, who had been listening without saying 
anything, came forward. 

“Mrs. Borland asked you to leave,” he directed in a cold, 
hard voice. 

The detective regarded him for a moment uncertainly, 
opened his mouth as if to say something, thought better of 
it, and with a slight sneering twist of his lips, turned on his 
heels and called to his colleague. 

“Oh, Marsh, I want to see you outside for a minute.” 
Then, turning toward Mrs. Borland, he added, as a parting 
shot, “The manager will have to be kept informed about the 
progress of the case. We have to protect the other guests.” 

1V4RS. BORLAND gave him no reply, but for the minute 
*** she very strongly resembled her father, hard-fisted, 
steely-eyed, Tony Arkright. The man's face flushed, his 
voice faltered a bit, as he said to his assistant: “Come on, 
Marsh.” 

As soon as they had left the room, I requested the details. 

“You tell him, Jim,” Mrs. Borland said, sinking into an 
easy chair, and, indicating another, she said in a tired voice, 
“Sit down, Mr. Browne, and you sit down too, Jim; your 
pacing up and down makes me nervous.” Then, turning to 
the maid, she smiled. “Pick up all those things and put them 
back into their place, Marie. Maybe the ring got caught in 
some of the lingerie.” 


She told me she couldn’t find her engagement ring. There 
were other jewels in the case, but only the solitaire, which is 
a gem of fifteen carats, was missing.” 

There was something stilted in the way Mr. Borland told 
his story. This might be due merely to repetition, but it is 
often the way in which a man tells his story, more than the 
story itself, that arouses or allays a detective's suspicions. 

I HAD never met Mr. Borland before, and I wasn’t im- 
* pressed altogether favorably with him. He was a tall 
fellow, with black hair which was beginning to retreat be- 
hind a high forehead, and dark-brown eyes beneath which 
were lines of dissipation. His one bad feature was his 
mouth with its thin lips. 

He was a distinguished figure in his dinner, clothes, and 
it was easily seen that his charming wife adored him. Life 
hadn't been kind to Marian Arkright and worry and unhap- 
piness had carved her features into sharp angles. She was 
then only thirty years of age, but there was a maturity and 
weariness in her eyes seldom seen in women of her age. I 
had seen the Count, her first husband, once — a repulsive- 
looking fellow — and the contrast between him and the dis- 
tinguished-looking man who had succeeded him, was enough 
to sweep even a level-headed woman off her feet. 

These thoughts swept through my mind as I listened to 
his low-pitched, pleasant voice. 

The pause which followed was broken by Borland him- 
self. “Oh, by the way, Marie was in the room and saw me 
put the ring in the jewel case,” he said. I glanced quickly 
at Marie who at that moment was straightening a Spanish 
shawl on the grand piano. At his words, she shot him a 
sharp resentful glare. “The reason I mentioned that,” he 
added, uncomfortably, his eyes having met and clashed with 
hers, “was that you might imagine I had laid the ring down 
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somewhere.*’ He finished somewhat lamely, 1 thought. facing the drawing-room, which were at the extreme endi* 
“Now, Marie, I would like to have your version/’ I called Mr. Borland’s room adjoined his wife’s; next to this wa> 

to the girl. “Make it as short as possible, without omitting the dining room which was separated from the drawing 

anything you think important. Come over here ami sit room by large sliding doors. A small maid’s room was 
down.” tucked away alongside that of her mistress. 



“I’d jttst as soon stand, thank you, sir/’ she answered, 
rather pertly. “I don’t know much about it. I saw Mr. 
Borland place the ring in the case. I had just finished 
tidying up the bureau and went straight into the bathroom 
to draw Mrs. Borland’s bath. I had to dissolve some herbs 
in the hot water and then strain it. This always takes some 
time. My back was to the door and I was bending over 
the bathtub when I heard someone close the door. I thought 
it was Mrs. Borland and didn’t pay any attention. When I 
was finished, I knocked on the door, but didn’t get any 
answer, so I opened it and went into the bedroom. It was 
empty.” 

“Perhaps Mr. Borland closed the door,” 1 suggested, and 


I CROSS-QUESTIONED both Mr. Borland and Mane at 
* length without changing their stories. Both accepted the 
interrogations nervously but answered without any apparent 
resentment. 

“Now if you don’t mind, 1 would like to take your fingei 
prints to compare them with those on the bathroom door 
knob and the jewel case/* I said after being convinced that 
further questioning would get me nowhere 

Marie gave a sharp cry. Her eyes opened, horror-stricken. 
Following her gaze, I saw that Mrs. Borland had fallen over 
in a dead faint. 

Fortunately there were stimulants at hand, and we man 
aged to revive her without calling up the hotel physician 
As her eyes fluttered into consciousness, I had a glimpse 
of unutterable despair. I was filled with remorse. In my 

cross-examination of 
her husband, I had en 
tfrely forgotten her 
presence, and some of 
my questions had been 
quite suggestive. 


“If you are innocent, why are you 
afraid of having your finger-prints 
taken r 


felt rather than saw the gentleman look 
sharply at me. 

“No, sir,” Marie admitted somewhat 
reluctantly. “What I mean is, I saw the 
master leave the room and go into the 
hall after he had placed the ring in the 
jewel case. I — I — -didn’t go right into the bathroom. I may 
as well tell y^u the truth. I laid out Madam’s dinner gown 
and things first I know it looks as if I took the ring — but 
I didn’t; I swear I didn’t, sir. I really forgot I did those 
things, I’m that upset. I could hear the master whistling 
in the drawing-room when I closed the door that opens into 
the living-room.” 

Here, let me explain the plan of the Borland suite, as it 
is quite important. The doors leading from the public cor- 
ridor opened upon a small private hall. There were two 
doors; one opened facing Mrs. Borland’s bedroom, and one 


\Y7 AS it possible that she suspected her husband? He had 
™ a clear alibi — and yet? He had had his moments of 
floundering in finding answers which should have been given 
without embarrassment. When I had inquired where he 
had purchased the ring, he had been somewhat vague in 
recalling a private agent who was disposing of a Russian 
nobleman’s jewels and who had been introduced to him by 
a friend. And when I asked whether the ring had been out 
of Mrs. Borland’s possession at any ( Continued on page ftO 



The Clue in the 

By Detective f\ P P T AT 

Phillip O’Ryan L \J T F 1 1M 



As told to 

Adolphe Roberts 


B Y far the strangest murder mystery 
I ever investigated was one that 
broke in Brooklyn, New York, four 
years ago. It was handed to me in 
a silver dish, so to speak; for although I 
was a member of the Homicide Squad at 
Headquarters, the chances would have 
been against my getting the assignment 
if I hadn’t happened to be johnny-on-the- 
spot. 

I’d gone off duty at Center Street at 
nine in the evening. My home was in Flat- 
bush, but I wanted to see an old friend, Ben 
Conlon, the Lieutenant on the desk at the 
Poplar Street station. So I left the subway at 
Borough Hall and hoofed it over to Poplar 
Street. I found Conlon putting in a slow 
evening, and we talked about our private 
affairs for maybe half an hour. Then 
the telephone rang. 

After the Lieutenant had made two 
or three replies, I was on to the fact 
that a murder was being reported to 
him. But murders were a common 
occurrence in my life, and I wasn’t 
especially interested. He hung up the 
receiver, finished writing out his notes 
methodically, and then looked sideways 
at me. 

"Phil,” he 

said, “there’s 
been a woman 
croaked at 
306- A Columbia 
Heights. Name 
of Mulholland. 

The husband 

turns in the alarm. Want to take it 
on ?” 

'‘Don't know as I do, Ben,” I 
hesitated. Home and bed seemed 
pretty good to me at that moment. 

“If you’ll go, it will save time send- 
ing to Headquarters for- another 
man,” he continued. “The case 
listens like one that might make a 
lot of talk. Murder in a private 
house — huh! I'd not pass it up, if 
I were you.” 

His hint of a sensational case decided me. I knew it 
wouldn't do me a bit of harm in the Department if 
my work should get into the newspapers in a legitimate way. 
The moment I nodded my consent, a harness bull named 
Boyle was detailed to accompany me for guard duty on the 
scene of the crime. A man from the office of the medical 
examiner would be sent, the Lieutenant stated. 

On my way over to 306-A Columbia Heights, I reflected 
how seldom it was that any but commonplace murders 


occurred in Brooklyn. The Borough jogs along in its own 
staid fashion, and the old dowmtown neighborhood known as 
“the Heights” is it$ quietest section. Yet, as I looked at 
the solemn brownstone- houses, many of them occupied by 
the descendants of those who had built them a century ago, 
they seemed to me to furnish a proper setting for dark 
mysteries. I'm rather given to thoughts of that kind. 
They supply the romance in the often monotonous job 
of being a detective. 

That evening, however, I had no sooner reached 
the Mulholland place than I got the feel of 
something a good deal more sinister than my 
fancies. The door was opened by a tall 
man about forty years old, whose eyes 
were shifty and 
whose thin lips 
curved down un- 
pleasantly in a semi- 
circle like the mouth 
of a shark. There 
was a dim light in the hall, 
and only one electric bulb 
burning in the huge living- 
room beyond. The house 
had a musty smell, as if it 
t hadn’t been cleaned or aired 
for weeks. 

“What's your name?” I 
asked sharply. 
“Henry Mul- 
, Holland. I tele- 

phoned the police. 
It's my wife 
who's been 
killed,” he said. 


i 


According to 
M ulhol land's 
story : “I ran 

into the 
room ” 

x 

•‘Where’s the body?” 

“Over there, beside the second window.” He 
waved his arm clumsily in the direction of the 
living-room. 

“What’s the idea of this half darkness?” I de- 
manded. “Give us some light.” 

He hastened to obey, muttering something about the thing 
having gotten on his nerves. 

THEN made out the form of a woman over medium 
height. She was lying, stone dead, upon the floor between 
an arm chair and an open window. Her head was bandaged 
in a towel. One arm was flung straight out, and the wrist 
had been shattered by a bullet. The other arm was doubled 
up under her. Her face, seen in profile, was coarse- 
featured. Its color was a shocking green-tinged pallor. 
“Did you bind up the head?” I asked. 
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When a public official waives an investigation and takes 
the circumstances of a death for granted, trouble is apt to 
follow . There was trouble a-plenty when the murder of 
old Mrs. Mulholland was reported to the police 



“Yes, I — I thought I could save her/’ Mulholland 
answered. “She was gone, I guess, before I got to her.” 
“Well, how did it all happen? Give me the story straight 
and snappy,” I said. 

“ANNA — that's her name — was sitting alone here in 
** the dark less than half an hour ago. Her eyes were 
bad, and she kept away from electric light whenever she 
could. Maybe she’d fallen asleep. I was in the base- 
ment, fixing a gas-pipe. Suddenly, I heard my wife 
cry out, and a scuffling started. Then I heard two 
revolver shots. I ran up-stairs. An unknown person had 
just shot my wife and was making a getaway through 
the window.” 

“Did you follow the man ?” 

“No, Officer. I went straight to my wife and tried 
to save her by tending her wounds. When I found 
I couldn’t help her, 1 phoned to the station-house. 

“Where does that window lead to?” 

“To a lawn between this house and 
the next.” 

“How would the man make his 
getaway from the lawn?” 

“He might squeeze through the 
iron bars of the fence on the 
Columbia Heights side, or he might 
slip down a pipe or something 
to Furman Street, in back 
there.” 

“Would you know the 
man, if you saw him again?” 

“I’m afraid not. I didn’t 
get a look at his face.” 

“Was the window open 
or closed when you last 
saw your wife alive, be- 
fore you went to the 
basement ?” 

“It was closed.” 

At the moment, his 
statement seemed to me 


to be on the level. It was en- 
tirely possible that, with the 
house dark, a burglar might 
have jimmied the window, 
though such crimes aren’t 
usually attempted as early as 
nine-thirty in the evening. 

Burglars seldom shoot to kill unless they think they are 
themselves in danger. But the corpse lay before my eyes 
to prove he had been a desperate character. That was that. 

I had started to make a search for clues when the door- 
bell rang. The Assistant Medical Examiner, Dr. Coates, 


was admitted. He 
knew me at sight, 
and didn’t trouble 
to hide from me 
his eagerness to 
get through the 
job in a hurry. 
“Is that the 
woman?” he asked, 
pointing. “Shot dead, 
eh, O'Ryan?” 

“Oh, there’s not the 
least doubt about her 
being dead!” I answered. 

Coates bent over the body. He did not 
remove the bandage from her head. He 
tested the hart, and immediately afterwards 
wrote out his certificate, giving the cause 
of death as a revolver bullet through the 
brain. 

YY/HEN he had finished, Mulholland demanded in a doleful 
” tone, “Can I have the undertaker come and fetch her 
away ?” 

“Yes,” Dr. Coates answered, “as soon as this officer” — 
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indicating me — “is through with his examination.” He was 
out of the house almost with his last word. 

I went at my job carefully. With the aid of a pocket 
flashlight, I satisfied myself that a man had broken into 
the premises. His footprints coming toward the house were 
plain on the soft earth under the window. A streak of mud 
showed on the sill, where one shoe had trailed. There was 
dried mud, too, in several places on the carpet. Why were 
there no footprints leading away from the house ? How had 
the unknown intruder escaped ? 

On the white woodwork of the window-frame, I found the 
prints of three rough fingers, and a little farther down some 
threads of blue serge had been caught in a splinter of the 
wood. 

'T'HE thug, apparently, had never had his hands on the 
* dead woman. Her clothing was not tom, nor was it 
marked except with blood. The nature of the bullet wound 
in the wrist indicated that the revolver had been fired from 
a distance of several yards. I saw, in my mind’s eye, the 
thug crawling through the window, making a demand for 
money and then jumping here and there to block the 
woman’s attempts at flight. This would explain the sound 
of scuffling Mulholland said he had heard. The shooting 
had come at the end of a battle of words. 

It turned out that my mental picture of the crime was 


“Queer in what way ?” I asked. 

“Well, that poor Anna who was murdered was half-witted. 
You knew it, of course?” 

I HAD had no reason to guess such a thing, but it struck 
* me as damn funny that the husband had not seen fit to 
mention it. It went far to explain why the woman had 
started a fatal scrap with the burglar. 

“Was she too crazy to know what she was doing?” I de- 
manded. 

“Oh, she wasn’t as bad as that ! She was always in the 
blues, and cried to herself. Just sort of feeble-minded.” 

“You say the whole family’s queer. What about the 
others ?” 

“Anna’s sister is in a madhouse. And her brother’s a 
regular bum. He had a good education, but never was able 
to settle down to anything sensible. He works on ships, off 
and on, as a sailor.” 

“Then it’s only the wife’s side of the family that’s queer?” 

“That’s what I mean. Henry Mulholland is sane enough. 
But he’s a bad actor.” 

“How so?” 

“He’s been a brute to Anna for years. He’s often beaten 
her — as if the poor thing could help her condition! And 
he’s taken up with another woman, so they say.” 

If Mrs. Bates had been able to give details, instead of 


“T WENT at my job carefully. With the aid of a pocket flashlight, 
1 satisfied myself that a man had broken into the premises. His 
footprints, coming toward the house, were plain on the soft earth 
under the window. Why were there no footprints leading away from 
the house ? How had the unknown intruder escaped V 


correct, except for one important detail, which I was far 
from guessing that first evening. 

At the end of two hours I decided that I had learned all 
that was possible until I could make a more detailed in- 
vestigation by daylight. I left the patrolman, Boyle, on 
guard and reported back to Headquarters. My only hunch 
was a feeling of vague suspicion where Henry Mulholland 
was concerned. He was a shifty, morbid type of man, whose 
expressions of grief at his wife’s terrible end had struck me 
as being phoney. There were no witnesses to support his 
statement, since the couple had lived alone in the house. 
Their one servant slept out Somehow, I could not believe 
Mulholland had told me all he knew. 

In the morning, I returned to 306-A Columbia Heights 
and discovered that an undertaker ha^d removed the corpse 
at one A. M., barely an hour after I had left. 

My second hunt for clues yielded nothing new. It didn’t 
even result in my getting a line on the direction of the 
murderer’s flight There was plenty of evidence to show 
he had entered the house, but none as to how he had left 
Beyond the trampled earth by the window, the grassy lawn 
was unmarked. Probably he had squeezed between the iron 
bars of the fence to the street, as suggested by Mulholland. 
The point appeared to be of small importance, any way, since 
there was no denying he had escaped and had had hours 
in which to find a hiding place. 

I THEN extended my inquiry among the neighbors, and at 
* once ran into -interesting stuff. 

“That whole Mulholland family is queer,” a Mrs. Bates 
across the street told me. “I’m not surprised that some- 
thing terrible has happened to them.” 


generalities — if she’d known just a little bit more — the case 
might have proved to be one of my easy ones. The germ 
of the mystery was hidden in what she told me. But her 
supply of gossip was already exhausted. Unfortunately, a 
detective is rarely so lucky as to get all his leads from a 
single person. He must pick up loose ends here and there, 
and then piece them together. 

I now believed that Mulholland had either killed his wife, 
or arranged to have it done by a gun-man, and had called 
in the police to divert suspicion from himself. I based this 
on his shifty behavior toward me, and on his presumable 
eagerness to get rid of the crazy Anna in order to enjoy 
life with another woman. The theory, however, wouldn’t 
be worth a hoot in Court unless I could produce the gun- 
man, or unless I could forge a strong chain of circumstantial 
evidence. 

From another neighbor, one Whitman Brown, I learned 
this : 

“Anna Mulholland owned the house at 306-A Columbia 
Heights. She’d willed it to her husband. He always seemed 
scared she’d change the will. She wasn’t legally insane, you 
see,” said Brown. 

Here was another sinister motive. 

“Who was the woman he was supposed to be fooling 
around with on the side ?” I asked. 

But the man could not give me this information. I was 
able to pick it up only the next day, when I located the 
servant who had worked at the Mulholland house, and who 
I had been told slept out. She was a middle-aged woman 
named Sarah Kennedy. I found her in a sordid room on 
Atlantic Avenue. 

“Sure, I’m not with Mulholland any more,” was the first 
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statement out of her mouth. “Yesterday morning when 1 
went to work, he paid me what was owing to me and said I 
needn’t come again, glory be to God! I could never have 
stood it where the poor lady had been murdered, so I 
couldn’t." 

The fact that Sarah Kennedy had been fired appeared 
to me to be a damaging point against Mul hoi land. What had 
he to hide from one who had known him too well? 

Answering a scries of questions, the servant said that the 
strange couple had used only the basement and first floor 
of the house. They had kept the up-stairs rooms locked, had 
never required her to clean 
them. They had quarreled 
frequently. She had pitied 
. the wife, and had thought 
the husband a black- 
hearted villain. 

I then asked her about 
the other woman in Mul- 
holland’s life. Eagerly, a 
note of malice in her voice, 
she gave me the name of 
Katharine Prentice, and 
the latter’s address in an 
apartment house on Pine- 
apple Street. 

The Prentice person, as 
was to be expected, would 
give me absolutely no 
information about her ^ 
relations with Henry 
Mulholland. Yet I 
got a hint of 
great value from 
her. 

“What's the 
idea of persecut- 
ing me?" she 
asked. “M r. 

Mulholland is just 


which was set for the next morning. My suspicions were 
not enough. A detective is apt to get in very wrong if 
he advances wild theories that may injure the reputation of 
a murder victim’s relatives. 

I WAS expected at Headquarters that afternoon, and 
* thought it best to go there early, in order to see if any 
dope had turned up concerning the identity of the escaped 
thug, who might or might not have done the killing. I 
learned that the finger-prints I had found on the window - 
frame were not on record with the Department. In other 
words, he was not an old-timer, had not been Berti Honed. 
And his getaway had been so complete that only as 
a result of dumb luck could we hope to pick 
up his trail. 

But there was time to work on 
the Mulhollands, while 
Anna was still above 
ground. I returned to 
Columbia Heights, partly to 
examine the scene of the crime once more, partly in the hope 
of finding the brothers there together. 

If I live to be a hundred, I shall probably never again be 
in so doleful a house of death. I arrived after dark. The 
shades were drawn, and the musty living-room, where the 
coffin rested on four chairs, was gloomier than a vault. 
Henry Mulholland was sitting there, without a friend to 
keep him company, without even a book to read. His 
expression had become stolid. My sudden reappearance 
must have surprised him, but he didn’t show it. 

“When did your brother leave?" I snapped out. 

“A couple of hours ago," he answered, coolly 
accepting the fact that I knew he had a brother. 
"I’m going down to the basement to make 
some coffee. Want to have, a cup with 
me?" 



I pulled back the shroud — and 
made the most astounding 
discovery the Mulholland 
case had so far brought 
to light 


a social acquaintance. 

Why should I have to tell 
the story of his life?" 

“He's in too nervous a 
condition to reply to the most 
simple questions," I stalled. 

“And you were recommended to 
me as the only living soul who 
knew much about him.” 

“Applesauce!" she exclaimed, 
about his brother?" 

“I don’t think he’s in the city," I replied, 
with deliberate carelessness. 

“Jim Mulholland not in the city ! The 
undertaker on Henry Street. You're crazy. 

Why, he’s preparing Anna’s body for the 
funeral right now." 

I PRESSED her no further. The importance of other 
leads faded beside the fact that the undertaker into whose 
hands the corpse had been rushed with such unseemly haste 
was Henry Mulholland’s brother. 

As fast as I could make it, I hurried over to the funeral 
parlors. The man was not there. His assistant told me 
that Anna’s body had already been sent back in a casket 
to 306-A Columbia Heights. I did not have a scrap of 
evidence that I could reasonably offer to halt her burial, 


“No, thank you," 
I said, shuddering. 
“Don’t mind about 
I just want 

to take measurements of the window.” 
“Well, I'll be back soon," he said, and 
walked out. 

It suited me to be alone with the body. He had played 
right into my hands. An idea had occurred to me. No 
matter how carefully the undertaker had fixed it up, the 
wound in Anna’s head might yet furnish a clue. I’d satisfy 
myself by looking at it I hesitated for a moment. Then 
I stepped up to the open coffin. I pulled back the shroud — 
and made the most astounding discovery the Mulholland 
case had so far brought to light. 

The top of the head held my gaze at first. It was neatly 
swathed in a sort of turban, to hide the disfigurement. I 
reflected it would be quite a job to uncover it. My eyes 
moved downward and rested on the face, particularly on the 
waxy cheek nearest to me. I bent ( Continued on page 7<> i 


The 

CRIME in the 

They found her in the schoolroom where 
in her heart, dead. Who killed her — 


By Sheriff Glenwood Maxwell 

As told to 
Chadwyn Baen 

T O be first to greet the teacher was the early-morning 
ambition of the younger children of Rural School 
District 76. The race was close one day, when three 
little girls squeezed through the school door at the 
same time, shouting triumphantly: 

“Good morning, Miss Wilson ! I’m first this ” 

The words died on their innocent lips as the sight of the 
thing on the floor by the teacher’s desk petrified them with 
horror. For a moment they stood mute — eyes dilated and 
color gone. Then, so terrified that they could not even 
scream, they stumbled from the room. 

Fred Harris, the genial driver of the free bus for the 
school district, was inspecting a tire on his big car at the 
front of the building, when the children in speechless terror 
fled to him for protection. 

“What is it. girlies ?” he asked kindly. 

But the children could only gesticulate feebly and babble 
incoherently. Sensing that something was amiss. Harris ran 
up the steps and into the one-room building. Before him in 
the grey light of early morning, her life-blood hardly more 
than dry on the hellish knife that spoke silently of the brutal 
crime that had been committed in the lonely schoolroom, 
lay all that was mortal of the pretty Miss Wilson. 

Harris, stupefied by the fearful presence of death, backed 
from the place and closed the door. 

“Get in the bus, everybody,” he called hoarsely; “there’ll 
be no school to-day.” 

Immediately he was the center of inquiring faces. What 
was the matter? What was wrong? But even the boldest 
child present did not question the man's authority in 
announcing that there would be no session that day. 

The news of the murder of Emily Wilson spread through 
the community with the speed of a forest fire before a 
mighty gale. In an hour the schoolhouse was the immediate 
objective of three- fourths of the population of the sparsely 
settled county. 

T HURRIED to the scene, to find Blake Simpson, county 
* school superintendent, holding back a curious crowd at the 
front door. 

“1*11 take charge here,” I told him. “Get to the nearest 
telephone and ask the police department in Wallaston to send 
Dick Hemlin, the finger-print expert, out here at once. Also 
call Coroner Lake and an undertaker.” 

“Isn’t there something we can do?” cried a middle-aged 
woman, wiping her eyes. 

“Not now,” I answered, “unless you can tell me something 
of Miss Wilson’s movements during the past few days.” 

A dozen voices spoke at once, none of which gave any 
information considered worth while. 


“I didn’t know Miss Wilson,” volunteered a young farmer, 
“but I was out after the cows this morning about five, when 
I saw two lumberjacks coming from this direction.” 

“Describe them.” 

“Well, they were just ordinary lumberjacks, wearing 
brown mackinaws, high-laced shoes, and slouch hats. They 
had only one roll of blankets between them. I met them on 
the road going south. They were sure in some hurry, and 
I did not get a good look at their faces.” 

“Did they say anything as they passed you ?” I asked. 

“No, they didn’t even look my way,” said the farmer. “I 
didn’t think anything of it at the time, but when I heard the 
teacher was murdered, I thought I’d better come up and 
tell about seeing them.” 

There were about fifteen men in the crowd gathered about 
me as I stood on the schoolhouse steps. 

“You fellows scatter and search for these lumberjacks,” I 
ordered. “I deputize all of you, and you have the authority 
to arrest anyone answering the description of either of them. 
Hurry up ! Perhaps they are hiding in the vicinity.” 

HPHE men responded with alacrity, some cutting across 
* pastures on foot, others starting off in their cars. 

When the coroner arrived, I cautioned him to wait for 
the finger-print expert from Wallaston before touching any- 
thing in the room. It was the first time Lake had been 
called upon to function in his official capacity. There had 
not been another murder in the county for fifteen years. 

“Lord A’mighty, this is awful,” he whispered. “When 
will the expert be here?” 

“Perhaps in an hour,” I answered. “Wallaston is about 
fifty miles from here, and there is no one in this county who 
knows anything about finger-prints.” 

Superintendent Simpson returned a few minutes later with 
a man whom he introduced as Mr. Hender, a member of the 
board of school directors. 

I then ordered the growing crowd back into the road and 
held a conference with Coroner Lake, Simpson, and Hender. 
From the discussion, I learned that Miss Wilson’s prede- 
cessor had resigned after a brief stay of two weeks, being 
forced out by inability to curb the insubordination of some 
of the older pupils. Miss Wilson had succeeded where the 
former teacher had failed, becoming very popular with her 
students from the very beginning of her work. She had 
been with the district nearly two years, and had lived with 
the Brookfields, a prosperous family owning extensive mines 
in the bordering State. Miss Wilson had organized a literary 
club among the married women of the district, and had been 
interested in general community betterment. A graduate of 
an Eastern university, she had come highly recommended by 
a well-known teachers’ agency. 

As we talked, a bearded man of some fifty years of age 
drove up in a roadster. 

“There’s Brookfield now,” said Simpson. “Perhaps he 
can tell us something of importance.” 

“I'm the sheriff,” I informed the newcomer as he pushed 
his way through the crowd and approached the door. “No one 
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Country Schoolhouse 

she had taught young children — a dagger 
lumberjack , sweetheart , or some unknown? 



when she re- 
turned from 
her work 
yesterday 

afternoon. When I came in about eight o’clock, my wife 
told me that Miss Wilson had gone up to the Webbers’ for 
supper and a game of bridge, and that Mr, Webber would 
bring her back in his car afterwards. We were not to wait furniture, books, and papers were in wild disorder. 
u P < /® r ^ cr / # Hemlin’s minute inspection of the door, the windows, the 

And did she return last night?’ ' papers, the furniture, and the knife, was punctuated with 


'‘Seemingly not,” explained Brookfield. “The wife and I 
retired about nine — Miss Wilson had a duplicate key — and 
it was only this morning that the wife discovered that Miss 
Wilson’s bed had not been slept in. She immediately 
telephoned the Webbers and was told that Miss Wilson 
had not been there and that there had been no bridge 
party there last night. We were still wondering what 
could be wrong when Fred Harris came by in the bus 
and told us that Miss Wilson had been murdered.” 


is to enter until Hemlin comes. In the meantime, what can 
you tell us of Miss Wilson’s movements yesterday?” 

“Very little,” replied Brookfield. “I was not at home 


“When I woke 
up the next 
morning, my 
hand touched 
a cold clammy 
face” 


AT this point, there was a commotion in the yard. A 
** lad was running from behind the schoolhouse, car- 
rying an army blanket in his arms. Immediately he 
was the center of interest, everybody crowding in to 
look. I took the blanket from the boy and spread it 
out On one corner was a reddish-brown stain. 

“Where did you get this?” I demanded. 

“In back of them lilac bushes,” the boy shouted in 
his excitement. “Me and Ed was kinda looking 
around, and there it was, tucked down ’tween the 

branches. I seen it first, but Ed ” 

The finding of the bloodstained blanket corrobo- 
rated the farmer’s statement that he had seen the 
two lumberjacks — one of whom was 
without the usual roll of blankets. It 
also emphasized the importance of catch- 
ing the fugitives. However, knowing the 
value of undisturbed finger- 
prints in such cases, I did 
not leave my place on guard 
at the schoolhouse until 
Hemlin arrived. 

With Dick Hemlin, 
Coroner Lake and I 
entered the room of 
death. A glance was 
sufficient to tell us 
that the young 
woman had died 
only after a fierce 
struggle for life. 

school- 
i was up- 
and the 
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grunts of satisfaction as he moved quickly about the room. 

“The finger-prints on the handle of the knife are the 
woman’s own !” he stated when he had finished. 

“But this couldn’t be suicide!” exclaimed Simp- 
son. with a wave of his hand about the disordered 
room 

“Well, hardly,” assented Hemlin — ‘lK 

grimlv. 

“Then—” 

.“Well, let 
me finish,” 
interrupted 
Hemlin. “I find 
three other set' 
of finger-prints— 
all different — 
about the door- 
knob. One set of 
them is partially 
duplicated on the 
back of the desk 
chair.” 

“How about 
the windows?” 
asked Lake. 

“No fresh 
marks there,” 
replied Hemlin. 

Turning to me, 
he added : “I shall 
take a number of 
photographs and 
supply you with 

prints as soon as I 

___ »» 

can. . 

Returning to the 
court-house, I sent 

“It doe*n't 
seem right, 
our sitting 
here, and 


Since 1 am not equipped for finger-print work, 1 asked 
Hemlin to come over again from Wallaston. When he 
finished making finger-print cards of the two men, Hemlin 
came down to my office with the exclamation : 

“You’ve got your murderers all right. Both of these men 
were in the school house on the night of the murder. Here 
is positive proof.” 

He handed me the cards showing the prints just taken 
and those photographed on the school house door. 

I took the cards up to Corrigan’s cell and told him 
what the finger-prints showed. He was silent, his face 
expressing neither fear nor anger. 

“Have you nothing to say?” I asked. 

“What’s the use? A jury would 
hang any man — innocent or guilty — 
^ on evidence like that.” 

“We’ll see about 
that,” I persisted. 
“Tell your story.” 
“Might as well.” 
Corrigan assented, 
after some persua- 


out telegrams to the 
officers in surround- 
ing towns to be on 

the lookout for the lumberjacks. Since I had only a 
meager description of them, I did not hope for much 
encouragement in that direction. However, the following 
week, the sheriff in Louistown, in the southeastern part 
of the State, wired that he was holding two men who 
were unable to give satisfactory accounts of their where- 
abouts on the night of the murder. 

YY/ITH a deputy, 1 went down to l^ouistown and brought 
** back the two suspects and lodged them in separate cells 
in the jail, which is on the second floor above my office in 
the court-house. The older one of the lumberjacks, who gave 
his name as Clifford Corrigan, was tall, muscular, unshaven. 
He had fought the officers who arrested him, and made life 
miserable for me all the way up on the train. The other was 
a youth hardly more than out of his teens, but his leering 
eyes pronounced him capable of almost any crime in the 
calendar. He gave the name of Sid Burltan. 


sion. “Sid and 1 were sore at the foreman 
up in the woods and decided to quit. W T e 
got our pay along in the afternoon and set 
out to walk to the nearest railway crossing, 
where we expected to flag the evening train for Wallaston. 
When we reached the crossing, it was dark. The train had 
already gone through, and it looked like rain. We walked 
on, looking for a shed or a culvert where we could spend 
the night. About a quarter of a mile further, we came to 
the schoolhouse. We expected to force open a window, but 
found the door was not locked. We slipped in, and, for fear 
of attracting attention from the road, did not strike a light, 
but rolled out our blankets and lay down in the dark. We 
talked awhile and went to sleep. 

“When I woke up the next morning, I stretched out my 
arms, and my hand touched a cold, clammy face. It made 
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me kinda dizzy — I saw that we had slept in the room with 
a murdered woman. I kicked Sid, and he got up swearing 
we were done for. When we rolled up our blankets, one 
corner of mine was stuck to the floor. 

44 ‘That’s blood,’ says Sid ; 4 you better get rid of that 
blanket.’ 

44 4 Where can I put it ?’ I asked. 

44 ‘Anywhere, but we gotta beat it quick,’ says Sid, excited. 

“As >ve went out the door, Sid says: ‘You ain’t gonna be 
caught with that bloody blanket, are you ?* 

44 ‘What can I do? 4 

44 ‘Chuck it somewheres,’ says Sid ; ‘back in them bushes, 
but step on the gas, we gotta beat it quick.’ 

4 ‘I RAN back and stuffed the blanket deep down among the 
* leaves, and we hurried down the road. That’s all, and 
it’s the God’s truth — every word of it.” 

Sid Burltan told substantially the same story with the 
added detail that he had waited in the road near a farm- 
house earlier in the afternoon while Corrigan went in to 



telephone, to find out when the train w'ould pass the crossing. 

I went back to Corrigan’s cell to check up on the telephone 
item. 

“Are you sure you told me everything?” I asked in an 
offhand manner. 

“Absolutely,” he emphasized. 

“Then your pal would be lying if he said you phoned the 
teacher to meet you at the schoolhouse ?” I insinuated, 
watching him closely. 

“Did Sid say that ?” he demanded with an oath. 

“Did you telephone?” I countered. 

“I telephoned, but not to the teacher. I didn’t even know 
there was a teacher. I called the station at Van Horn to 
know when the train went through there on its way to 
Wallaston.” 

“Did Sid hear you?” 

“No, he waited out on the road.” 

“Did anyone about the house hear your end of the 
telephone conversation ?” 

“I don’t know ; the woman of the place went out into the 
yard while I was talking.” 

“Then I suppose we couM check up on your story by 


inquiring of the agent at Van Horn,” I remarked dryly. 

“But,” Corrigan swore under breath, “I couldn’t get the 
station. The line was busy, or something was wrong.” 

“Very interesting,” I commented, not without sarcasm. 
Corrigan shrugged and remained silent 
My next move was to drive up to the lumber camp where 
Corrigan had said they worked. The foreman was not sur- 
prised to learn that the two men were in jail on a charge of 
murder. They had a bad reputation among the fellows, and 
were constantly in trouble with the boss. At the farmhouse 
where Corrigan had telephoned, the woman told me that the 
two lumberjacks had stopped there at about five o’clock. 
The short one had remained out in the road while the tall 
one came up and asked to use the telephone. 

44 My husband was not at home,” explained the woman, 
“and I was afraid to refuse the man. While he was at the 
phone, I went out in the yard as if to feed the chickens — I 
did not care to be in the house alone with him — and so did 
not hear any of his conversation.” 

At the Brookfield home, where Miss Wilson had lived, I 
learned that Mrs. Brookfield had grown very fond of the 
teacher, and was badly broken up over the tragedy. Mrs. 
Brookfield told me that Miss Wilson had returned from her 
school work at about four o’clock in the afternoon. Some 
time later — it may have been an hour or more — the tele- 
phone bell rang. Mrs. Brookfield was in the kitchen, and 
Miss Wilson answered. In a few minutes she came to the 
kitchen and said that the Webbers wanted her to come up 
for supper and give them some lessons in bridge. She said 
she would walk, and that Mr. Webber would bring her back 
in the car afterwards. 

“Have you any reason to doubt her story ?” I asked. 

“^O,” answered Mrs. Brookfield. “The Webbers were 
* ^ just learning bridge, and she had been there one or 
two times before to teach them.” 

From the Brookfield place, I went up the road past the 
schoolhouse to call on the Webbers. Mrs. Webber told me 
that she had not telephoned Miss Wilson, and had not played 
bridge that night. She had not seen the teacher for two 
or three days previous to the murder. 

As I returned to my office, I tried to reason it all out: 
Corrigan had telephoned at about five. Miss Wilson had re- 
ceived a call at about the same hour. Unless Corrigan was 
acquainted with the Webbers’ ambition to learn to play 
bridge, he would not be able to deceive the teacher with 
such an invitation as Miss Walton had received. But some- 
one had deceived the school-teacher, or she had lied to Mrs. 
Brookfield for reasons not yet apparent. Could there have 
been some previous relationship between Corrigan and the 
teacher? I wondered. If so, was he trying to blackmail 
her? Had she on her part, slipped away to meet him at 
the school to dissuade him from publishing some indiscre- 
tion? Unable to answer these questions, I decided to be 
on the alert for further developments. 

The importance of the case against the lumberjacks caused 
minor matters pending on the docket to be postponed, and 
the trial of Corrigan and Burltan was rushed before the 
court. A jury was impaneled, and the trial began. 

GUMMED up, the case of the prosecution was as follows: 
^ Corrigan and Burltan had a bad reputation at the lumber 
camp; Corrigan had telephoned, and Miss Wilson had re- 
ceived a call at the same time; Miss Wilson was lured to 
the schoolhouse and murdered ; Corrigan’s bloodstained 
blanket was found outside, and the fingdr-prints of both men 
were unmistakably identified on the inside of the door; the 
two lumberjacks had fled and resisted arrest. 

The jury was out less than ten minutes, bringing in a 
verdict of guilty of murder in the first degree. The prisoners 
were sentenced to hang. 

The countryside expressed satisfaction at the speedy ad- 
ministration of justice. The ( Continued on page 92) 


The MYSTERY of the 


The murderer of Commodore Whitney 
of Detective Barlow is tested to its 
place, how would you 


I N the library of his palatial Washington home, 
some time during New Year’s eve and morning, 

Commodore Whitney was murdered. Some un- 
known person had driven a dagger through his 
heart. When Detective Barlow took charge of the 
case, he quickly unearthed the fact that Commodore 
Whitney was engaged to marry his housekeeper, f 

Mrs. Ruggles. At the time of the murder there were known dead man, the servants, including the colored maids and 
to be in his Mose Thompson, chauffeur and general factotum of the 

house, Harriet household. 

Whitney, the 
niece of the 
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Blue Car 


By Natalie 
Sumner Lincoln 


is revealed — but not until the acumen 
fullest extent. If you had been in his 
have handled the case? 


Ned Terry, legal representative of the dead man, on 
that fatal New Year’s eve drove home in his blue car. 
But with the morning he discovered that while it was 
identical in make, he had picked the wrong car, which 
was the new model of the same company. He 
was summoned to the Whitney home by the 
beautiful but deeply distressed Harriet. Ned 
Terry drove Harriet out to visit her brother at 
Walter Reed hospital, where he was a patient 
suffering from shell shock. On the way home 
Harriet pointed out certain cryptic marks on 
the dashboard of Terry’s car. 

The next night Barlow, the detective, re- 
mained in the library hoping that the murderer 
would return. Someone stealthily entered the 
room near midnight. Barlow grappled with 
the intruder, who escaped, leaving only a silk 
stocking, which had been used for a mask, in 
the detective’s hand. At the coroner’s inquest 
evidence was found that Commodore Whitney 
always went armed and that Harriet had quar- 
reled with him the night before the murder. 

In the middle of her evidence Harriet fainted 
and the inquest was postponed. At 
the funeral she saw a strange 
shadow on the wall which she 
could not identify as that of 
anyone present. 


“You acknowledge it was written by your 
mother ?” quickly. 

"Of course I do,” she exclaimed. "I asked my 
uncle for financial assistance and he gave me the 

ten-thousand- 
dollar bond.” 
“Why didn’t 


VJT/HEN the will was read, 

** Harriet was discovered to be 
her uncle’s heiress. On opening 
the Commodore’s safe it was 
found that one hundred thousand 
dollars in bonds, mentioned as a 
dowry for Mrs. Ruggles, had 
been stolen. 

Three days later Terry 'finds his 
lost blue car abandoned on a side 
street. In it is found the Commodore’s 
rattan sword-cane. Then comes a 
curio dealer from New York who 
swears he sold Harriet Whitney the 
murder dagger. 

Harriet is taken to Police Head- 
quarters and accused of murdering 
Commodore Whitney. Detective Bar- 
low had found a letter written by 
Harriet’s mother, thanking her for a 
ten-thousand-dollar bond. 

Harriet would have wrenched her 
hand free, but Mitchell held it against 
the Bible with deathlike grip. “Uncle 
Jim was alive when he presented me 
with the bond,” she said. Except for 
a slight huskiness, her voice was 
entirely natural. 

“Where did you get this page from 
my mother’s letter?” she asked. 



Who among the 
group of watch- 
ers threw that 
dagger? 


he write you a 
check for the 
amount?” de- 
manded Bar- 
low. 

"I am sure I don’t 
know.” Harriet smiled 
suddenly. “When he 
gave me the bond, I 
never questioned t him 
on the subject.” She looked from 
one to the other of the two men. 
“What evidence have you to prove 
that the bond given to me was one of those 
Uncle Jim planned to present to Mrs. 
Ruggles ?” 

Mitchell looked at her queerly for a moment. “You 
mean ” 

“That Uncle Jim was very wealthy, and had a far 
greater amount invested in bonds than the one 
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hundred thousand dollars which has disappeared/' she 
explained rapidly. “ Mr. Mitchell, you never have answered 
my question/' she added after a pause. “Where did you get 
this sheet from my mother’s letter ?’* 

“From your confederate ” 

“I have none.” 


^AITCHELL leaned back in his chair and regarded her 
*** steadfastly. 

“Miss Whitney, the Bible is still there at your elbow. 
Can you place your hand upon it and swear that you do not 
know who killed your uncle ?” 

The minutes ticked themselves away and still Harriet re- 
mained apparently tongue-tied. It was Barlow who finally 
broke the silence. 

“Shall the inspector repeat his question?" 

Harriet settled back in her chair. “Well, when I am con- 
vinced that Mr. Mitchell has the legal right to put the 
question, I will answer it.” 

Harriet closed her eyes and would say not another word. 
They waited. The minutes became an hour, the hour 
stretched into another, and then into a third. 


without the formality of knocking. Mrs. Ruggles, reposing 
comfortably on the couch looked up, while her son, seated 
in the Commodore’s favorite armchair, laid down the 
magazine he had been glancing through. 

“Where’s sister?” asked John. 

Mrs. Ruggles regarded him in mild surprise. “Didn’t she 
come in with you?” 

“With me?” John shook his head. “No, Harriet hasn’t 
been with me since she left here this afternoon to go to the 
Cathedral.” 

“What !” The ejaculation came from the hunchback. 
“Why, Mother and I thought Miss Whitney was dining with 
you when she didn’t show up for dinner.” 

“She wasn’t here for dinner !” he stammered. His startled 
gaze swept the room and rested on the dial of the mantel 
clock. “It’s after ten. Have you looked in her room?” 
Without waiting for any response he ran from the study 
and they heard him calling Harriet’s name, softly at first, 
and then more loudly. 

Left to themselves, mother and son exchanged glances. * 

“Very odd !” the former commented in a low tone. 

Stuffing his hands in his pockets, Ruggles stared in front 


Tyi ANY of the readers of TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES Magazine 
^ * have written in to ask us to run a fiction story. We aim to 


please all For those of our readers who want fiction along with the 
truth, we consider ourselves most fortunate to obtain this masterpiece 
by a master writer of detective fiction — Natalie Sumner Lincoln. 


Some time later Harriet opened her eyes to see that 
Mitchell, as well as Barlow, had gone. Another detective 
took Barlow’s place. Harriet looked down again in haste 
as the newcomer repeated Mitchell’s question over and over 
with varying intonations. She scarcely heard him. 

From the doorway Inspector Mitchell beckoned to the 
detective on Harriet’s left, and gave him a few whispered 
directions. 

“You can go home, Miss Whitney,” he stated; “there's a 
taxi outside.” 

Harriet rose, and still maintaining the silence behind 
which she had entrenched herself, she walked with Mitchell 
to the entrance of the building. Not until she was safely 
inside the car did she glance at her wrist watch — midnight ! 

One side of the glass partition between the driver and his 
passenger was open and Harriet leaned over and addressed 
him. 

“Ten dollars if you get me home in five minutes,” she 
said. “And don’t drive to the front door, but stop at the 
garage entrance.” 

DAUL BARLOW, in the taxi driver’s seat and in uniform, 
* stepped on the gas. 

John Whitney paused, latch-key in hand, and recrossed 
the portico. His foot had certainly struck against some- 
thing on his way to the front door. Stooping down he 
groped about until his fingers touched a small bundle. Car- 
rying it to the electric light over the front door, John found 
the hastily tied bundle coming open at one end. A look 
convinced him that its contents belonged to him. 

Entering the house with characteristic haste, John looked 
first in the drawing-room and then in the library; both 
rooms were empty. The sound of voices inside the study, 
the door of which stood ajar, caused him to enter the room 


of him. Involuntarily his mother glanced in the same 
direction. 

On the wall opposite where she lay was silhouetted a like- 
ness of Commodore Whitney ! The profile brought out with 
startling distinctness his aquiline nose and pugnacious chin. 
Before their staring eyes, the likeness faded away and only 
the blank wall confronted them. 

With a low moan Mrs. Ruggles wrung her hands in 
agony. 

“Oh Rudy, did you see that?” she cried. “Oh, I wish I 
hadn’t ” 

Ruggles moved swiftly about the study and from every 
angle examined the blank wall where they liad seen the 
Commodore’s silhouette apparently materialize before their 
eyes. Then he left the room. 

It was nearly midnight when Patrick O’Day appeared in 
the doorway of Ned Terry’s house in response to the violent 
ringing of the front door bell. 

“Who are you, disturbin’ honest folk at this hour!” he 
shouted. 

HTHE man standing with his finger still on the bell button, 
* stepped forward, and in the light from the reception hall 
behind him, the excited Irishman recognized Rudolph 
Ruggles. “Excuse me, sir,” standing to one side, so that the 
hunchback could enter. “I thought y’ was the other one 
come back. 

“The young master’s not in, Mr. Ruggles,” went on 
O’Day. “Will y’ wait?” 

The hunchback hesitated. “Has he been here at all this 
evening ?” 

“No, sir.” 

“Do you know where I can reach him ?” 

O’Day eyed him inquisitively. “That’s what the lunatic 


True Detective Mysteries 


59 


who called here 
“Would y’ mind 
master in trouble 

“Who do you 
cautiously. 

“I d o n ’ t 
know, si r.” 
O’Day shook a 
puzzled head. 


awhile back, wanted to know,” he said, 
tellin’ me what’s up, sir? Is the young 

mean by lunatic’ ?” asked the hunchback 



“Harriet, I 
dared not try 
to help you” 


“My wife went to the door and in burst a young- 
ish man, with gray hair, demandin’ to see Mr. 

Ned, an* when he learned the young master was 
out, he asked to see the young lady. 

“ ‘There’s no young lady/ replies my wife. 

“He flew in a passion and says he knowed Mr. Terry had 
her here. 

“He runs past my wife upstairs and she hears him 
a-calling and a-racing from room to rooiji. And then she 
comes for me, >vorking in the basement, banking the furnace 
fire.” 

“What then?” prompted Ruggles as the servant stopped 
to take breath. 

“I hurried up here, but he had gone.” 

“Was the iunatic’ Mr. John Whitney, by chance?” 

O’Day scratched his head. “I can’t say, sir, neither my 
wife nor I have ever seen Mr. Whitney.” 


Then, changing the subject, “There’s a cable come for 
Mr. Ned some hours gone.” O’Day concealed a yawn with 
difficulty. “The young master has been keepin’ late hours,” 
he remarked, “I’m afraid you’ll wait some time, sir.” 

“That’s all right. I have the evening paper ” 

So John Whitney had been there before him ! 

Unable to keep still, the hunchback wandered up and down 
the office and from there into the reception hall. He noticed 
the rugs were out of place. Evidently 
John Whitney, in his hurricane entrance, 
had slipped on the rug. Ruggles paused 
and looked more carefully about him. 
The rugs were not the only objects out 
of place. From an open 
door which led to a large 
coat closet, protruded hats, 
caps and golf sticks. Rug- 
gles smiled to himself. 
Was it possible that John, 
excited by his sister’s ab- 
sence, had thought to find 
her hiding in the coat 
closet? He stepped inside 
the closet and switched on 
the electric light. The 
same disorder was visible 
the whole length of the 
closet 

DUGGLES stooped 
down to gather some 
golf sticks together, so as 
to close the door, and as 
he did so he struck — a cane? 
No, the cane ! The gold crest 
was unmistakably like that on 
Commodore Whitney’s sig- 
net-ring. 

“Well, sir, what are you 
doing in my closet ?” de- 
manded a voice behind him. 

“Waiting for you, Mr. 
Terry,” responded Ruggles 
calmly. “And wondering 
where you picked this up?” 
raising the cane as he spoke. 

The pupils of Terry’s eyes 
contracted to mere pin pricks. 

“Is the question prompted 
by idle curiosity?” he asked. 

“How long have you been 
here, Mr. Terry ?” the hunch- 
back demanded, striving to 
keep excitement out of his 
voice. 

“Long enough to take an 
interest in what you have 
been doing; how much longer 
do you wish to remain?” 
“Only long enough to find 
out what has become of Miss 
Whitney,” was the bitter retort. 

Terry’s air of indifference gave place to startled wonder. 
“What do you mean?” he asked. 

“That Miss Whitney never returned home for dinner ” 

“YJ7HAT! Why I left her on the portico about seven 
W o’clock.” 

“Great heavens!” 

Terry sprang toward the front door. Ruggles, at his side, 
snatched up his hat and overcoat and jumped into the blue 
.coupe after his companion. Terry drove as if possessed. 
Within a few feet of the closed ( Continued on page 88) 


On the Trail of the 

Orloff BLUE 

No detective ever should overlook small things . 
limp, he started on the trail of a murderer 


By Neil Jennings 

Private Investigator 
and 

Edwin A. Goewey 

“¥LL bet there’s only one man in America with a limp 

I like that — Maurice Kofel. But why is he shambling 
JL along in that baggy outfit, instead of being dressed in 
the extreme of fashion?” 

This thought flashed through my mind while I sat near 
the rail along Dufferin Terrace, Quebec’s stretch of board- 
walk, listening to the military band from the near-by citadel 
and watching the lights on the craft which crept lazily along 
the bosom of the St. Lawrence, two hundred feet below. 

The man who limped had appeared suddenly from the 
shadow of a kiosk a few feet distant. At each step, his left 
knee gave way and struck against his right leg. 

As the man started away, moving toward the darker end 
of the great promenade, there came a second mental query; 
what was Maurice Kofel, crook, former convict and gem 
dealer doing there in disguise ? Shabby clothes made 
another man out of the fashionable Maurice. 

Upon the instant, forgetting that I had been but a few 
days in the old French city where I had come for a long 
and much needed rest, I was on his trail. I was anxious to 
learn more of the present purpose of the man known to the 
police of two continents as “Maurie the Shadow,” and who, 
until recent years, had been the arch smuggler of the 
Atlantic seaboards. 

Reason told me to forget him and yield to the demands 
of my health, but my detective instincts would not be 
denied. I had a hunch that something was amiss, and I 
hoped to learn what it was. 

Leaving the terrace, he climbed one of the narrow, dark 
streets beyond the Governor’s Garden. I thought he did 
this to avoid observation, but when he made his way down 
the other side of the hill and turned into brilliantly lighted 
St Jean Street, the business thoroughfare of the upper 
town, I realized ray mistake. He had been favoring his 
crippled leg by avoiding the crowds. 

I HAD known the man by sight for years. But I was cer- 
* tain that he did not know me, though twice I had laid 
traps to catch him smuggling gems into the United States, 
and had failed. I was careful not to let him learn he was 
being trailed. This was difficult, for he paused before many 
of the shop windows, studying articles on display which 
were unusual to the traveler from the States. And from 
this I judged he had just arrived in the city; that everything 
was new to him. 

When I was beginning to wonder if he ever would turn 
so I could obtain a full view of his features, he entered a 


tobacconist’s. As he came out I obtained the good look I 
desired. And I also got a better view of his massive shoul- 
ders and powerful arms which had made him a terror to 
the continental police at close quarters. 

Beyond question, the man was Maurice Kofel. 

•No thought of abandoning the trail came to me after that. 
Twice he had beaten me. This chance meeting might give 
me opportunity to trip him. 

Passing beyond the last of the theatres and shops, he con- 
tinued along the thoroughfare until the abutments of old 
St. John’s Gate were reached. Then he began climbing the 
hill toward the rooming-house district, where there were 
sufficient shadows to enable me to follow him undetected. 

Finally he entered a shabby old house. While I watched, 
lights flashed from the windows on the second floor. Then 
Maurie appeared and closed the half -shutters before each. 
I noted in the window of the house directly facing the one 
in which I was interested, a sign reading, “Chambre a louer.” 
I wrote down the number, intending to return on the morrow 
and rent that vacant room. 

AN the way back to the hotel, I tried to figure out some 
^ explanation of why Maurie was in hiding in Quebec. 
Some years back, after a long period of beating the au- 
thorities of many countries, he had been caught dead to 
rights by the French police in a gigantic swindle. In the 
fight to avoid arrest, he had received the wound which had 
crippled- him for life. After serving his term he had come 
to New York City and set himself up in business with a 
relative as a dealer in gems. And, according to what I had 
heard, he had conducted a legitimate enterprise. 

Whatever he had done or contemplated doing, he had 
chosen an ideal hideout. Any but minor crimes were prac- 
tically unknown in Quebec, and its few policeman paid scant 
heed to the always numerous transient population. 

Early the next morning I hired the room in the house op- 
posite Maurie’s hideout. I paid liberally and as I spoke 
French well, my landlady became talkative. While we stood 
near a window gossiping, Kofel came out and went down the 
street. She saw that I watched him. 

“He walks queerly, doesn’t he?” she said. “And he’s 
rather strange besides. He came yesterday, to my sister's — 
she runs the place over there. He talks but little and goes 
out for all his meals. His name is Bauel, he said, and he 
is here to search for a half-brother, who came to Quebec 
from Paris after the war.” 

WTien she had gone I watched for Maurie’s return. My 
vigil was brief. He came up the hill with newspapers be- 
neath his arm. At the doorway of his temporary home he 
encountered a messenger boy. A brief exchange of words 
and Kofel handed the boy some coins and took the envelope. 
Without delay he opened it, read the telegram, then plunged 
inside. But I guessed the news was disturbing, for I saw 
him pacing his room for half an hour thereafter. 

Later, at the immigration office, I looked over the declara- 
tion Maurie had made out on the train which had brought 
him to Canada. He had used the name “Alexander Bauel,” 
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When Neil Jennings spotted the man with a 
and gem thief of international reputation 



What was Kofel doing 
with that woman? 


Several persons entered and left. Then a tall, beautiful 
woman, stately in her gown of severe black, alighted tTout 
a cab. I gasped as I recognized her as Olga Vershoft, 
known to the police of Europe and America as “The 
Countess/' and also a notorious smuggler. 

Luckily I glanced toward Maurie as she caught sight of 
him against the wall. And I distinctly saw him make the 


and stated he was from New York. Then I returned to my 
rooms to continue my watch. 


IT was shortly after one o'clock when my man again left 
* the house, walked to St. Jean Street and took a taxicab. 
I trailed him to the Canadian Pacific Railway Terminal, 
where each of us took up positions where we could see the 
passengers who, at two o’clock, arrived 
on the train which had left New York 
the previous night. 

In the hustle and 
bustle of persons 
running between the 


customs and baggage rooms and the taxicabs, I saw no one 
in whom Maurice appeared to be particularly interested. 
But I was right behind him when he re-entered his taxi. 
And I was not far distant when he reached one of the upper- 
town hotels, and limped to a post near the main entrance. 


mute signs with his fingers for “seven o’clock.” Confident 
the woman knew me no better than Kofel, I followed her 
inside and discovered she used an alias when registering. 

Both were smugglers, both were in Canada under as- 
sumed names, and the signal indicated they were there by 
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pre-arrangement. What were they after? In my recollec- 
tion of the cases of both, I never had known them to work 
together. However, what I had seen satisfied me that the 
telegram of the morning had been from the woman. 

If I had read the signal right, it meant they would meet 
that evening at seven. I decided my best course was to 
watch Maurie. There were too many exits to the hotel for 
me to be certain I could keep track of the Countess. 

My hunch proved a good one. When Kofel left his rooms 
at six, I followed. He walked straight to the Governor’s 
Garden, where he chose a bench beneath a 
great tree which concealed him from the 
street side. I located another from which 
I could watch him. I stretched out, and 
With my hat pulled over my eyes, pretended 
to sleep. 

'"THE Countess entered the park 

* from behind us, moved about 
for a time, then took her 
place beside Maurie 
with a quick exchange of 
hand clasps. Then she 
drew some papers from 
a bag — some of 
them looked as ^ 
though they might 
be newspaper clip- 
pings — over which 
they bent with 
heads close to- 
gether. They 
talked earnest- 
ly, and after a 
time their ex- 
cited gestures 
made me be- 
lieve they were 
quarreling. I would 
have given much to 
have caught a few 
words, but they did 
not raise their voices. 

The misunderstanding 
evidently was adjusted, 
for they resumed their 
intent discussion, talking 
until long after darkness 
almost hid them from me. 

When they parted, the 
Countess headed straight 
for the hotel, while Maurie 
swung himself clumsily up 
the hill and disappeared in 
the general direction of his 
hideout. Then I too made for 
the hotel, trusting to the mor- 
row. to uncover some new 
phase of the mystery. 

But within a few minutes, 
all thoughts of the arch 
smuggler and his confederate 
were driven from my mind. 

As I entered the great 
lobby I heard the name I had assumed for my vacation being 
paged. The youth piloted me to the manager, who turned 
over a letter with “urgent” scrawled in great letters across 
the envelope. 

LIURRYING to my room I found it was from Pyrke, my 

* * office manager. The fact that it was in code established 
its importance. And, as I translated, I received the greatest 
shock which had come to me in a long time; one which at 



first stunned me, then sent me hot with rage. It read : 

Professor Andrew Drysdale was murdered in the study of 
his West End Avenue home some time in the night of Jun« 
tenth. Rogers Lansing, his secretary, who has been making his 
home with the Professor for some time, had been sent to Wash 
ington on a business errand by his employer in the morning of 
the same day, to be absent about twenty- four hours. Toge Muri, 
the Japanese man-of -all- work at the place for two years, had 
departed more than a week previous to visit friends m Seattle. 
The Professor was alone in the house. 

Drysdale worked in his laboratory at the University until four 

in the afternoon, then left for his 
home. That was the last seen 
of him alive. However, neigh- 
bors saw lights in the windows 
of his study until ten, after which, 
as far as has been 
learned, the house 
remained dark. 
Lansing discovered 
the body of the 
Professor lying 
near a desk 
when he re- 
turned about 
noon on the 
eleventh. The 
murderer had 
beaten Drysdale 
to death with a 
short sword of 
Oriental make, 
snatched from 
the collection of 
Far Eastern 
war implements 
which hung on 
the walls of the 
room. His face 
was very badly 
hacked, his skull 
crushed, and 
his hands cut, 
evidently in at- 
tempting to 
ward off the 
killer’s blows. 
Overturned 
chairs and the 
Professor’s tom 
clothing indi- 
cated that the old man 
had made a desperate 
fight for his life. 

Obviously the assas- 
sin kept his wits. The 
blood upon the sword 
and the papers upon the 
desk had been smeared 
to obliterate all finger- 
prints. The killer had 
gone to the bathroom 
and washed his hands. 
The physician sum- 
moned stated Drysdale 
had been dead since 
about the previous mid- 
night. 

Heavy velvet curtains 
had been drawn across 
the study windows. The 
Professor never closed 
these hangings. Prob- 
ably the murderer took 
this precaution, and to 
prevent any light show- 
ing outside while he 
was there. 

In the rear of the house, on the same floor as the study, is 
the library. When Lansing returned, he found a light burning 
there, beneath which was a chair with an open book lying on 
the arm. The authorities believe Drysdale was reading or had 
fallen asleep before the killer entered. In the study, in display 
cabinets, strong boxes, and a safe, were the Professor’s exten- 
sive collection of curios, including some gems of worth and many 
semi-precious stones. These appeared to be undisturbed. Lan- 
sing’s check-up showed that, apparently, nothing had been taken 
except several copies of the papers which were to have been 
used in the chemistry examinations next week. 


It seemed to me I was 
in for a battle to the 
death. Maurie 
killer! 
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The police are working on the theory that one of the students 
in Drysdale’s classes, realizing he was not prepared to pass the 
tests, went to the Professor’s study to steal copies of the ques- 
tions to be used Seeing no lights in the windows, the thief 
evidently believed the Professor was away or had retired. 
Entrance was gained by forcing a basement window in the 
shadow of the stoop. Probably the killer was surprised while 
in the act of stealing the papers; he may have been recognized 
and denounced by his teacher. TTie police believe that the Pro- 
fessor was killed when he tried to detain the robber or was 
deliberately murdered to prevent him disclosing the identity of 
the intruder. 

The authorities support this contention with the argument that 
because the murderer used a weapon snatched from the wall 
instead of a revolver, he was not a professional thief and did 
not come prepared for extreme emergencies. However, on the 
day the body was found, they informed the newspapers only 
that Drysdale had been killed, probably by a robber. 
Yesterday they gave out their theory concerning a stu- 
dent as the perpetrator of the crime, and why. That 
story was given considerable space. 

We do not know whether to accept the police theory 
or not. We know facts which they 
do not, which makes us doubt it If a 
student killed Drysdale, he also com- 
mitted a second crime, opportunity for 
which came to him unexpectedly. Here 
is something for your own information ; 
a reason why you should return home 
at once. Drysdale was identified with 
something of great importance, the na- 
ture of which I can’t state even in code. 

His death and the attendant circum- 
stances are likely to produce disastrous 
results in high places. When you learn 
why we have not confided in the police, 
you will appreciate what a tremendous 
problem confronts us. 

Knowing how much you needed a 
rest, we hesitated to summon you, hop- 
ing to solve the mystery ourselves. We 
are against a stone wall. We must have 
your help. 

The funeral took place to-day. 

Though Pyrke knew I frequently 
consulted with Drysdale on technical 
matters, he did not know of 
our intimate relations since 
my boyhood. Lansing, how- 
ever, knew the truth; that 
the old man looked upon me 
almost as a son. But he 
probably had not urged 
sending for me after the 
tragedy when Pyrke in- 
formed him how fagged I 
had been when I left for 
the north. 

How I regretted deliber- 
ately refraining from read- 
ing the newspapers since 
reaching Quebec ! I deter- 
mined never to follow that 
course again, no matter 
how much my brain needed 
rest. Then came a second 
thought to comfort 
Drysdale was so 
little known, ex- 
cept in profes- 
sional circles, that 
the local papers 
probably would 

not have carried the story. And as 
for the New York papers, they 
usually were twenty- four hours 
late, or more, in reaching Quebec. 

So, even had I been following 

them, I probably would not have learned of the tragedy 
many hours before Pvrke’s message arrived. 

I hastily packed a suitcase, for there still remained time 


for me to catch the late train for Montreal, and from there, 
the following morning, I could head directly for New York 
City. I sent a telegram to Pyrke, and obtained a compart- 
ment on the train. And, after satisfying the queries of the 
customs and immigrant inspectors, I locked my door, 
undressed, stretched in my berth, and gave my first 
uninterrupted thought to the case. 

My manager, Pyrke, who was on the scene, had expressed 
a doubt concerning the police theory. He must have good 
reason for this. Probably it was based upon the second 
mystery to which he had referred. Anyway, I was impatient 





with the police for their argument that the intruder 
must have been an amateur because he had not used a re- 
volver. In the neighborhood in which the killing occurred. 
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the houses were built wall to wall. A shot almost certainly 
would have been heard by many. And a professional 
would have realized it was safer to beat the old man in- 
sensible and then kill him, particularly if he could stifle his 
cries during the attack. 

pNEMIES? Drysdale had none. Of that I was certain. 
“ He possessed no relatives of whom I knew. His wife 
had died when he was a young teacher, and he had devoted 
his life to college work, research and study. His brilliant 
attainments were known only to professional men and a 
limited circle of intimates and business acquaintances. As 
a teacher of chemistry he had few peers. He also was an 
authority on antiques and precious stones. And, in his ex- 
periments, he had gone so far as to create gems by chemical 
process. However, the cost of producing these had been so 
great that his discoveries were Of no commercial value. 

Because of his amazing knowledge of stones and their 
worth, he frequently had been commissioned by museums 
and men and women of wealth to procure exceptional gems 
for them. He had made several trips abroad for this 
purpose. And it was during these ventures he had purchased 
the curios which graced his 
study. 

These thoughts made me won- 
der if the reason for the mur- 
der wasn’t in some manner 
connected with an article of 
great value which he had ob- 
tained for another. Possibly a 
thief had killed him to steal 
something he had in his posses- 
sion temporarily. But, if so, 
why keep the truth from the po- 
lice ? Drysdale never would 
have participated in anything 
underhanded- 

A half-hour wait at Windsor 
station before a train left for 
New- York gave me time for 
breakfast. I made straight for 
the depot restaurant And, to 
my surprise, I noted the Coun- 
tess, still dressed in black, just 
ahead of me. Obviously we had 
left Quebec at the same time. 

For a moment my thoughts re- 
verted to her meeting with 
Maurie and his reason for hid- 
ing in Canada. But recollection 
of my friend’s murder and my 
impatience to begin my investi- 
gations of the case, quickly 
drove speculation concerning 
this precious pair from my mind. 


TVfHETHER they were 
** scheming to cheat Uncle 
Sam or the Canadian Govern- 
ment with some clever smug- 
gling swindle was no concern of 
mine then. But I did note that 
the stately Olga boarded the 
same train as I, though her chair 
was in another car. After that 
I forgot all about her. 

Lansing and Pyrke met me at the Grand Central Terminal 
in one of my own cars. Both asked me not to question them 
until we reached my uptown office, where I would be intro- 
duced to a third person, the one most interested in the case. 

As we entered the inner room, the Man of Mystery arose 
— tall, well featured, with frosted hair and mustache. His 
bearing was that of a military man and an aristocrat. And, 
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studying him intently as he extended his hand, I decided 
I had seen him before. 

“This is Colonel Akim Tchekhova, formerly in the service 
of the Czar/’ said Lansing. 

At the words I caught the bit of the past for which my 
memory had been searching. “Glad to see you again,” I 
said, exchanging grips. “This is a far step from London.” 
“We have met then ?” He was puzzled. 

“Not exactly. But sit down. I was in Europe, doing 
secret-service work, during the war. Before we took a 
hand, in fact. I was told who and what you were by a 
Frenchman with whom I worked. He, like you and I, was 
on a government commission. I am glad you escaped the 
crash in which s6 many I had known in Russia were wiped 
out. Now for the case: I understand you are directly 

interested, and can give the probable reason for the slaying.” 

“V/ES. And, as a former detective of a sort, I believe 1 
* shall be of some real assistance to you in helping to 
solve this mystery. I will begin with this positive state- 
ment. I feel certain Professor Drysdale was deliberately 
murdered for something of value he held in trust. I know 

that such an article was stolen; 
also, that the theft plot was 
carefully planned over a long 
period, and was no chance bur- 
glary. I shall tell you much to 
support my theory. In addition 
to the murder and the theft, 
something of the utmost impor- 
tance is involved, which makes 
it imperative I should recover 
the stolen article. And I will 
pay you any price within reason 
to do just that.” 

“I am going to go the limit 
on this case, irrespective of re- 
wards,” I replied. “I want to 
hear everything you can tell me. 
Already too much time has been 
lost. It is important I begin 
with every known fact in my 
possession.” 

“You shall have them. And 
when you know all 1 do, you 
will understand that if the press 
had printed all I could have told, 
every Bolshevist spy and Soviet 
agent in this country would be 
blocking the investigation and 
probably trying to do away with 
me. 

“To begin my story properly, 
I must go b ack to the days be- 
fore the Reds ruined my coun- 
try and murdered its rulers. All 
those in authority knew of the 
impending uprising well in ad- 
vance, and some of them ob- 
tained permission to remove 
some of the crown jewels to a 
safe hiding-place. Treasures 
worth many millions were smug- 
gled across the border before 
the crash came. 

“Later some of those who had held high places in Russia, 
who either were abroad or managed to escape from the 
country, formed an organization to restore the monarchy. 

“At present the leaders are in safe places in all lands. And 
there are other officers, thousands of them, ready upon a 
moment’s call to go where directed and take charge of 
troops. 

“For certain reasons, which I ( Continued on page 72) 


Three awards will be made 
promptly. See that your opin- 
ion gets one of them. 
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Fine Pores Make Fine Skins 


after ? 


R ADIANT, starry eyed, she looks inquiringly to the future. 
Will her rosy dreams come true? Will he love her always? 
- Will he be as proud of her five years hence? 

Who can tell? It depends so much on her — on her tact, her 
loyalty, but most of all, her skill in retaining her vibrant, youth- 
ful loveliness. For it is only too true — love often fades as Deauty 
fades. 

Don't let happiness flit out of your hands. Whether you arc a 
bride of the past or present — or one for future years — make up 
your mind now to be and stay as beautiful as he would have you. 
Make up your mind to keep your skin always fresh and youth- 
ful — always satiny-soft and fine-textured as that of the youngest 
bride. It's all a matter of proper care — care that will refine the 
pores and keep them normally invisible. For, as you know, fine 
pores make fine skins. 

If you would learn the secret of a lovely 
complexion , learn to refine the pores 

All beauty specialists will caution you against powdering over 
open pores. For the tiny particles of powder enter the little 
openings, clog and enlarge the pores and make the skin rough, 
coarse and unlovely. 

That’s why most beauty parlors finish their treatments with the 
application of ice to close the pores. Ice docs the work all ri^ht, 
but it is a little too harsh for most skins and quite inconvenient 
to apply at home. 

A new and better way — 

Princess Pat lee Astringent 

Fortunately vou no longer have to bother with chopping ice nor 
risk its harsh effect upon your skin. For Science has now' pro- 


vided a new and better way — Princess Pat lee Astringent — a 
delightful, fresh, "freezy” cream that is really both ice and finish- 
ing cream combined — an astringent that has all the pore-refining 
and skin-firming qualities of ice without any of its disadvantages. 

At the first touch of this magic cream you will feel a reviving, 
cooling sensation — a joyous tingle that will flush your checks 
with new life and vigor and leave your face glowingly refreshed 
for hours. In a second this cream has disappeared and you have 
a splendid foundation for your make-up. Your pores arc closed 
ana you can pow'dcr without clogging and enlarging them; 
without causing that "flaky” effect which comes from powder- 
ing over open pores. Your make-up stays on longer and looks 
more natural; your complexion is protected against dust, wind 
and exposure; you have the lasting loveliness that comes only 
with a satiny-soft, fine-textured skin. 

Keep your skin fresh and youthful this new way 

Begin today to win and keep the beauty 
that all men adore. Get Princess Pat 
lee Astringent at your favorite toilet 
goods counter and always apply a little 
before putting on your pow'dcr and rouge. 

You’ll be rewarded with an added love- 
liness and charm you have never known 
before. 

If you prefer to try this delightful lee 
Astringent before purchasing , simply mail the 
coupon and a generous sample will be sent you 
without cost or obligation. 



princess 6 Pat 

PRINCESS PAT, LTD., Chicago, U. S. A. 

Canadian Address , 107 Duke St., Toronto, Ont. 

This new lee Astringent is the second “twin” of our famous Twin 
Cream Treatment — known everywhere as the ideal pore-refining method. 
It is a Princess Pat discovery and only Princess Pat can offer it to you. 
Do not confuse it with ordinary “astringent creams.” There is no 
similarity. Princess Pat is the one and only Ice Astringent. 


So that you may know for yourself the lovely 
tree effect of Princess Pat Ice Astringent, we take 
C/ pleasure in sending you a free trial tube. Just 

mail the coupon. 

PRINCESS PAT, Ltd., Dept 1556 
2709 South Wells Street, Chicago. 

Without cost or obligation please send me a free trial tube of 
Priucess Pat Ice Astringent. 

Name....'. 

Street 

City State 

(Print name and address plainly) 


Every preparation made by Princess Pat is made for a definite purpose. Each is guaranteed to achieve that end most effectively. 
If you are not delighted with results , your dealer will cheerfully refund your money. 
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That is why ZIP is so ixnmlar today. It 
destroys the growth. It attacks the cause 
and eliminates it gently, quickly and safely. 


at the same time making your skin ador 
able. This action is totally unlike deoilator 


able. This action is totally unlike depilator- 
ies which merely remove surface hair. 

Use ZIP once on your face, underarms or 
Inxiy and you will never resort to ordinary 
depilatories, or electric treatments. Ideal for 
perfecting the hair line below the bob. 
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Specialist 
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Just Touch 


a Corn or Callus 
With This 


Acts like anaesthetic 
Stops all pain in 3 seconds 

H ERE’S scientific treatment for 
corns and calluses. A new 
way that's ending dangerous paring, 
that's ending old-time ways. First 
it deadens all pain. Then it removes 
the corn completely. 

A single drop will take ALL PAIN 
out of the most painful corn. In- 
stantly and at once, you walk, dance, 
stand in comfort. Acts just like a 
local anaesthetic. 

Then the corn begins to dry and 
shrivel. You remove it with your 
fingers, like dead skin. 

Noted dancers use it. Doctors ap- 
prove it. You will find it a great 
comfort. The name is “GETS-IT.” 

At all druggists. For your own sake, 
try it. Satisfaction guaranteed. 

“GETS-IT” Fastest Way 


True Detective Mysteries 

The Mystery of the Disappearing Girls 

( Continued from page 35) 


and left her. But a look of interest came 
into her eye that held me. 

“I’ve heard about a couple of girls drop- 
ping out yesterday, with jewelry,” she said, 
her face lighting up. “We’re carrying a 
spread on it in the morning. I’ve been 
thinking. It seems to me there’s a big story 
in these disappearances. There’s some big 
reason behind them, and they’re all related. 
Why couldn’t we work together on this, 
you and I?” 

T HE idea struck me like a palm-tree in 
a desert. I jumped at it. For fifteen 
minutes we stood there going over what 
I had and what she knew, and the result 
of it was that we worked out a plan to get 
action and reach the bottom of this dis- 
appearing girl mystery — or so we figured. 

The first step in our plan was for Ruth 
to get an indefinite leave of absence from 
her paper. (The name of that paper, by 
the way, has no place in the story of this 
case, and it’s best left unnamed.) 

The next step for us was to put an ad in 
the paper, which we did the following 
morning. It read : 

Prominent Clifton family has quantity of 
jewelry for sale at a sacrifice. Heirlooms. 
Sale private, incognito. Address Box 793 
for appointment. 

Ruth and I believed that a gang of men 
were at work, that they were behind these 
numerous and systematic disappearances. 
The girls who vanished all had jewels 
worth a fortune on them at the time they 
disappeared. I couldn’t see why kidnap- 
pers, if there was nothing else to the dis- 
appearances, would wait only till they had 
girls with jewelry — and I couldn’t see why 
jewel thieves, if jewel thieves were re- 
sponsible, should cause the disappearance 
of the girls. In fact, I still felt I was 
entirely in the dark on this case. But that 
ad we intended should act for bait, and if 
we were correct in supposing that a gang 
was behind the crimes, then we had laid a 
trap we were sure would bring results. 

I had taken the Chief into my confidence, 
and told him what Ruth and 1 planned to 
do. “Go ahead!” he said. “Push it to the 
limit. Do anything that’ll get results — 
only get results!” 

That word “incognito” in the ad was 
meant to indicate that the family ready to 
part with valuable heirlooms was forced 
to keep its identity from the public. That 
fitted in well, for Ruth was scheduled to 
play the daughter of the family who owned 
the jewels, in case the plan worked. 

A plucky girl, Ruth. She was ready for 
anything, any risk, any hardship. All 
she’d get out of the play, if it went over, 
would be a story for her paper. I well 
knew that if we were correct about being 
up against a gang, she risked her life. 
Actually we were “setting her up” to go 
the same route that the other half-dozen 
or more missing girls had gone, which 
was — we knew not what 

T HERE was nothing to do, after the ad 
appeared, but to lie back and wait for 
answers. Then action. 

We hadn’t long to wait. The first day 
brought four answers to the ad. three of 
them from dealers in jewelry, the fourth 


from a man who signed himself Merrill 
Armstrong. That name roused my suspi- 
cions at once, for it looked like an assumed 
name, if ever I saw one. I read the letter 
carefully, then studied it for indications of 
a criminal character. And I found plenty. 

There was no address at the head of the 
letter. No return address on the envelope. 
Nothing to show where the sender of the 
letter lived or had his place of business. 
That showed me that the sender wanted 
to work under cover. 

The letter itself further proved my sus- 
picions were well founded. After reading 
it, I was elated to think we were on the 
trail of what we sought. Ruth agreed 
with me. 

The letter follows: 

Box 793. 

Dear Sir: If the owner of the jewels 
for sale, will meet the writer in the lobby 
of the Egyptian House any evening after 
nine o’clock. I’m certain we can do busi- 
ness. If you will bring the jewels with 
you, I can have them appraised and the 
sale can he terminated at one meeting. 
You will know the writer by a strip of 
red ribbon worn in the lapel of the coat, 
worn for identification only. Trusting to 
have the pleasure of an interview and pur- 
chase some evening soon, I am, 

Yours truly. 

M ERVIN Ar M STRONG. 

“Reads like fiction, doesn’t it?” Ruth 
commented. “What do you think?” 

“Think?” I said. “I know that luck is 
with us — or we’ve made a brilliant play 
and are ready to land a crook of no mean 
caliber. The writer of that letter’s a crook, 
or I don’t know the first thing about de- 
tective work,” and I showed Ruth the 
points I had noted about the letter. Then 
I said to her: “Notice this Armstrong’s 
prepared to come to the Egyptian House 
more than one evening to meet the jewel 
owner. Why do you suppose that is? To 
suit the convenience of the owner, do you 
think? Not a bit of it. That’s to protect 
himself. Crooks always are cautious, par- 
ticularly the intelligent kind we’re dealing 
with. He’ll be at the hotel every night, 
you can be sure. But if he suspects a trap, 
or sees anything suspicious about any of 
the people in the hotel lobby, you can be 
sure he won’t come out from cover. We’ve 
got a big job ahead. Make no mistake 
about that.” 

“When do we start? I wish it was time 
now. I’m so thrilled !” 

1 GAVE Ruth a keen look. It’s all right 
to be thrilled about danger, and a case 
like this ; but care and caution are the 
requisites. And I told her so. 

That day I prepared for our big play. 
I thought of every contingency I could, 
and planned accordingly. When nine 
o’clock that night came, Ruth walked into 
the brightly lighted Egyptian House, down 
on lower Walnut Street, with me a few 
steps behind her. and two automobiles 
loaded with plain-clothes men pulled up 
across the street. 

According to plan, Ruth went into the 
lobby and looked around at the several men 
sitting smoking or reading their news- 
papers. I spotted one of them wearing a 
thin bit of red ribbon in his buttonhole, 
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So that’s it! 


For a long time he had 
felt that things were being 
said about him behind his 
back. 

Now — he had actually 
overheard it. 

And said by men whom 
he had regarded as his best 
friends in the business! 

Maybe they were right 
— he didn’t know. But 
at least he would find out 
and apply the right remedy. 


You, yourself, rarely know 
when you have halitosis (unpleas- 
ant breath). That’s the insidious 
thing about it. And even your 
closest friends won’t tell you. 

Sometimes, of course, halitosis 
comes from some deep-seated or- 
ganic disorder that requires pro- 
fessional advice. But usually'— 
and fortunately — halitosis is only 
a local condition that yields to 
the regular use of Listerinc as a 
mouth wash and gargle. It puts 
you on the safe and polite 
side. Moreover, in using 
Listerine to combat halito- 
sis, you are quite sure to 
avoid sore throat and those 
more serious illnesses that 
start with throat infections. 

Listerine halts food fermenta- 
tion in the mouth and leaves the 
breath sweet, fresh and clean. 
Not by' substituting some other 
odor but bv rcallv removing the 
old one. The Listerine odor 
itself quickly disappears. 

This safe and long-trusted an- 
tiseptic has dozens of different 
uses; note the little circular that 
comes with every bottle. Your 
druggist sells Listerine in the 
original brown package only— 
never m bulk. There arc four 
sizes: 14 ounce, 7 ounce, 3 ounce 
and 1 L* ounce. Buy the large size 
for economy '. — Lambert Pharma- 
col Company , Saint Louij , U.S.A. 
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Gray Hair 

Brought Back to 
Its Original 

Shade 

Ib your hair fast becoming gray or 
streaked? No matter to what extent or 
the cause, Kolor-Bak will quickly bring 
back the original shade — whether black, 
brown, red or blonde. Wonderful also for 
keeping scalp clean and free from dandruff. 

Go to your druggist today and get a bot- 
tle of this clean, colorless fluid. No test- 
ing with samples of hair necessary. As 
easy to use as water. Thousands of men 
and women have quickly made themselves 
look ten years younger with this thor- 
oughly tested and dependable preparation. 
Over 3,500,000 bottles sold. To be had— 
with an absolute money-back guarantee — 
at all druggists and stores handling high- 
grade toilet aids. 


Kolor^Bak 

Banishes Gray Hair 




ILER^fColleges 

B eauty culture is work women 
just naturally love to do. and 
it pays well. Home-like accommo- 
dations procured during a short 
practical MOLER course. Write 
nearest branch for Booklet ML 

Omaha. Nebr. New Orleans. La. 
Dallas. Tex. Los Angeles. Cal. 
Denver, Colo. Memphis. lean. 
Chicago. HI. Cincinnati. O. 
St. Louis. Mo. Atlanta. Ga. 
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stretched across his coat lapel. He was 
tall and thin, dressed in expensive clothes, 
with a thin face and prominent nose. I 
caught my breath when I saw him. for I 
sensed that action was at hand. But I’d 
have given half my present pension if I 
could have known where the case was to 
lead, and what amazing criminality was to 
come to light, before that night had ended. 

Ruth saw the man almost as soon as I did. 

I quietly sat down across the lobby, near 
the door, where I could see what happened, 
and waited. 

Ruth went up to the man Armstrong, 
carrying a paper-wrapped package sup- 
posed to contain a jewel case. She said a 
few words to him, and he rose politely. 
He stood talking to her for a few mo- 
ments — I couldn’t hear what they said, but 
I could see he was impressed. Ruth, I 
was sure, was telling him a story of family 
money trouble, to justify the sale. 

Suddenly I saw the man turn and head 
for the door, Ruth with him. They came 
past me, almost close enough for me to 
have touched the man (Ruth was by his 
side, away from me). I could see that 
Ruth wanted to give me a message but 
her companion was too close to me. She 
could give me no hint of why they were 
leaving or where they were going. Noth- 
ing for me to do but follow, and be ready 
for whatever turned up. 

Outside, the pair turned down Walnut 
Street, toward the river. They were half 
a square away from me. I waved my hand 
to Brogan, the police chauffeur who sat at 
the wheel of the first car. He started the 
machine, so that it crept after us at a pace 
no swifter than I was walking. I was 
fearful that Armstrong would turn around 
and spot that car, and the one which 
followed it, for the pace was slow enough 
to give away what we were doing, to a 
trained criminal. But Armstrong evi- 
dently was interested in Ruth too much to 
give a thought to anything else. 

A r Fifth Street the pair turned east. 

Wherever were they going? And 
why? 

I strained my eyes through the darkness 
to get a look at Ruth, but I couldn’t ; I was 
too far behind. But I could see that the 
girl was holding up well. She and Arm- 
strong kept up a steady conversation. 

On they went, along Fifth Street, till 
the business district was left behind, and 
the houses began to thin out. At Sycamore 
they crossed Fifth, to the river side of 
the street. And on they continued. 

During the day I had wondered why the 
man Armstrong waited till night, “after 
nine o’clock,” to do his business. I couldn’t 
figure it out. But what happened in the 
next two minutes told me! 

At the corner of Pike Street, two men 
dashed out of the shadows of the house 
that stood on the corner. While Armstrong 
pinioned Ruth’s arms, the two threw a 
cloth over her head and carried her around 
the corner and down Pike Street on a 
run. 

Instantly my revolver was out. But I 
checked myself af the moment I was about 
to open fire. Ruth was in mortal danger. 
That was sure. But if I did what was 
necessary to rescue her, I killed my chances 
of uncovering the mystery of the other 
disappearances. 

I glanced around to see where Brogan 
and the other car were, and just in time. 


Lieutenant Kelsey, in the first car, had 
seen what had happened, and had made 
Brogan step on the gas to overtake the 
three ahead. I ran out in the middle of 
the street in front of the car and stopped 
them. 

“You can’t do that. Lieutenant!” I said. 
“That’ll spoil the whole business. Lay 
back, and I’ll go after them. You follow. 
Use your own judgment.” 

I waited for nothing else. I knew I 
could depend on Kelsey. At a fast run I 
made the corner of Fifth and Pike, then 
turned. The trio had disappeared. No- 
body was ahead of me, nothing but dark- 
ness and the river a few squares along. 

Quickly I reviewed the situation. The 
trio were only half a square ahead of me. 
They had not had time to get far away. 
They must have gone into one of the 
houses on the street. Which? 

In that sparsely settled section, the an- 
swer was easy. There was only one house 
on the west side of Pike Street between 
Fifth and Fourth, none on the east side. 
That house must be the one. I made for 
it on the run, my revolver drawn and ready. 

I T was a frame house, three-storied, 
capable of accommodating many persons. 
Evidently it had been a boarding-house 
when East Cincinnati was surburbs. There 
wasn’t a light to be seen, no life about the 
place. But that didn’t signify. 

I hurried back to Fifth, where the two 
cars were pulled up around the corner. 
Quickly I told Kelsey, and Lieutenant 
Murk, in the second car, what the situa- 
tion was, and suggested a raid on the 
house. Moments were precious. No tell- 
ing what was happening to Ruth. We 
couldn’t take time to make a close survey 
of the grounds behind the house, or on the 
river side. We had to plunge right in and 
act in a hurry. 

Kelsey and Murk were with me. They 
issued orders, and six men made off around 
Sycamore to cover the off side.of the house 
and the rear. The rest, led by Kelsey and 
Murk and myself, came on down to the 
front. 

I wish there were space to tell of that 
raid in detail. We battered down the front 
door of the place, while Dingwall, a first- 
grade detective, broke through a kitchen 
door in the rear. We pushed right on in — 
and there in that front hallway, out of 
the darkness, we were met with a fusillade 
of pistol fire. 

A young detective, Schwartz, went down, 
a bullet through his thigh. We opened 
fire into the darkness and within a minute 
it was over. Out of the darkness came a 
voice : 

“Let up! You got us. And you’ve done 
for Healey. To hell with you and what 
happens to us. We’re not worth a damn 
now !” 

“How many are there?” I called. 

“Four.” 

“And this Healey — if you’re on the level, 
slide your guns across the floor at us — and 
no lights and no tricks, or we’ll stick till 
we shoot down the lot of you!” 

There was a rumbling sound, and then a 
heavy automatic came out of the darkness 
and hit my foot. I stooped to pick it up, 
telling what it was only by the feel of it. 
Then came four others, which our men 
retrieved. 

Within the next two minutes we had 
handcuffed four of the cleverest crooks 
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You can Look Younger 


By using the tone of this rouge that gives the per- 
fect, natural coloring of lovely girlhood. 


n 
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<By MADAME JEANNETTE 

Famous cosmetician, retained by The Pom- 
peian Laboratories as a consultant to give 
authentic advice regarding the care of the skin 
and the proper use of beauty preparations. 


( 7 RECENTLY overheard one of my 
friends say to another, “You, for 
one, need no rouge, my dear. What 
lovely natural coloring! ” But the truth 
was this — like thousands of other 
women, she found a rouge that gave 
her cheeks the exquisite natural color- 
ing of a girl in her ’teens. That rouge 
is Pompeian Bloom. 

Today women everywhere realize the 
necessity of using rouge that matches 
perfectly their natural skin tones. They 
know that the effect of obvious rouge 
is just as unattractive as lack of coloring. 
They want rouge that appears to be part 
of their own complexions. And when 
they use the right shade of Pompeian 
Bloom they achieve the wholly natural 
effect they desire. 

Rouge to match the various skin tones 
must be a blend of several colors. Pom- 
peian Bloom comes in five scientifically 
blended shades — scientifically blended 
because Pompeian chemists know that 
complexions are not composed of single 
colors, but a blend of many. 

From the shade chart below you can 
easily select your particular shade of 
Pompeian Bloom. Listed there is your 
type of complexion together with the 
shade of Pompeian Bloom that matches 
it perfectly. 

Shade Chart for selecting 
your shade of Pompeian Bloom 

Medium Skirt: The average American woman 
has the medium skin-tone— pleasantly warm 
in tone with a faint suggestion of old ivory or 
sun-kissed russet. The Medium tone of Pom- 
peian Bloom suits this skin. If with a medium 
skin you are slightly tanned, you may find the 
Orange tint more becoming. And sometimes 
women with medium skin who have very dark 
hair get a brilliant result with the Oriental tint. 

Olive Skin: Women with the true olive skin 
are generally dark of eyes and hair — and require 
the Dark tone of Pompeian Bloom. If you 
wish to accent the brilliancy of your complex- 
ion, the Oriental tint will accomplish it. 

Pink Skin: This is the youthful skin, most 
often found in blondes or red-haired women, 
and should use the Oriental shade. 

White Skin: The pure white skin is rare, but 




The intriguing beauty of olive skin and Dark broum hair is always 
enhanced with the rich color of the damask rose. If you are this 
type you may use Pompeian Bloom in the Dark tone or the Oriental 
Tint for this enchanting effect. 


if you have this rare skin you 
must use the Light tone of 
Bloom. 


Special Note: Remember 
that an unusual coloring of hair 
and eyes sometimes demands 
a different selection of Bloom- 
tone than that given above. If 
in doubt, write a description 
of your skin, hair and eyes to 
me for special advice. 

If you really want your color 
to look natural, try Pompeian 
Bloom. 60c at all toilette coun- 
ters (slightly higher in Canada). 
Purity and satisfaction guaran- 
teed. 





P. S. / also suggest that you use Pom - 
pet an Day Cream as a foundation for 
your Pompeian Beauty Powder and 
Bloom. 



watched her as the sun 
slanted down on her pretty face 
and felt an impulse to tell her 
she was like a rose ! Even in the 
most scrutinizing light Pompeian 
Bloom has the natural glow of 
youth — an effect every woman 
can achievel 


SPECIAL OFFER 

^ofa 60c box of Bloom, 
the 1926 Panel with three valuable 
Pompeian samples — all for 20c. 

'T'HIS generous offer of 
A Bloom gives you an op- 
portu n ity to really know how 
good is this popular Pom- 
peian product. For 20c you 
get % of a 60c box of Pom- 
peian Bloom, valuable sam- 
ples ofPompeian Day Cream 
(protecting). Night Cream 
(cleansing). Beauty Powder, 
Madame Jeannette’s beauty 
bookletand the famous 1926 
Pompeian Panel entitled, 
“Moments That Will Treas- 
ured Be, in the Mint of 
Memory.” This panel was 
executed by a famous artist 
and is reproduced in full 
color. Art store value 75c 
to $1.00. 

Tear off, sign and send 


Madame Jeannette, The Pompeian Laboratories 
2517 Payne Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 

Dear Madame: I enclose 2 dimes (20c) for 1926 
Panel, 1 j of 60c box of Bloom, Beauty Booklet 
and samples. 


Name 

Street 

Address 

City State 

Shade of powder wanted 

This coupon void after Dec. 1, 1926 
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The Over -Fat 
Are Rare Now 


A few years ago you saw in every crowd 
many abnormal figures. Now excess fat 
is the exception. Slenderness prevails. 

One reason lies in Marmola Prescription 
Tablets. For 18 years they have been elim- 
inating fat. Delighted users have told 
others about them, and the use has spread. 
N ow people are using a million boxes year- 
ly, and you see the results everywhere. 

Marmola combats the cause of obesity, 
which usually lies in a gland. You sim- 
ply take four tablets daily until the 
trouble is corrected and the weight comes 
down to normal. No special exercise or 
diet is required. 

Excess fat blights beauty, health and 
fitness. No one can afford it, and today 
it has no excuse. Investigate Marmola. 
The coupon will bring you samples, our 
books and our guarantee. Learn what 
millions know about it. Clip coupon now. 

Marmola is sold by all druggists at SI .00 
per box. or mailed direct in plain wrap- 
pers by Marmola Co. Address in coupon. 


The Tleasant Way to Reduce 


MARMOLA 

2-235 General Motors Bldg. 
DETROIT, MICH. 

25c Sample 

Free 

Mail Coupon 
Send No Money 
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IWF UdiTTr U j Jarnar — thpFrrnrli-fnrmnl.'i now- ■ 


Jarnac— the French-formula now- ■ 
dcr that lias done away with all fuss I 
and muss with “powder basel*’ No I 
need now, for “foundation" creams ■ 
*~nor heavy, stifling powders 1 

Try this medium weight powder Z 
of low visibility— time it— prove I 
how it stays for hours and hours. I 
And Jamac cream that makus skin ■ 
grow beautiful 1 

Both free for a real test— plenty ■ 
of each— but dip this ad now and I 
mail to — ■ 


JARNACetCle, 546 W. Randolph St., Chicago | 


I would like FREE generous trial boxes of both— Jamac 
CREAM AND Jarnac POWDER — and don’t forget 
the little Jarnac Book of Big beauty secrets 1 


Name... 
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the Department had caught in years. 
Lights were turned on in the house, and 
we saw that the tall, thin man, Healey, 
who had posed as Armstrong, was dead — a 
bullet through his chest that must have 
reached his heart. 

T HE mystery of the disappearing girls 
was solved in the next ten minutes. The 
missing girls all were up-stairs, locked in 
rooms. They were unnerved, shaken with 
fright — but unharmed. Ruth we found in 
a room on the ground floor, with a burlap 
bag over her head, nearly smothered. 

One of the four prisoners, Kid Sullivan, 
broke when we got the lot of them to 
Headquarters. 

Their crime, under the leadership of the 
dead Healey, was unequaled for its daring. 
The thieves waited till they got a line on 
a collection of jewelry. Then they kid- 
napped the owner or the purveyor of the 
gems, with the intention of keeping their 
operations secret until they had made a 
killing. This they would have completed 
with the “Clifton” job Ruth and I cooked 
up. We found the five crooks’ grips 
packed, the loot in them, ready for a quick 
getaway. 

The girls they kidnapped were fed and 
kept comfortably, and not molested in any 
way. It was the intention of Healey to re- 
lease them as soon as the Clifton job was 


over. He had kept them for precautionary 
measures only. 

The confession of Sullivan cleared up a 
big problem in my mind. I wondered why 
I hadn’t recognized the man who called 
himself Armstrong. If he had had a 
criminal record, I’m certain I’d have placed 
him when I saw him in the Egyptian 
House. But he was an amateur. This 
series of jewel robberies was his first at- 
tempt and intended for his last — though 
he didn’t count on the termination of his 
underworld career in such a tragic way. 
He was a college graduate (the name of 
the college doesn’t matter ; neither does his 
real name, which wasn’t Healey. Out of 
respect for his family, it was withheld 
from the public when the case reached the 
newspapers). He had been a wild boy, 
gambler and heavy speculator in later life, 
and had planned this for years. That, to 
me, accounted for the bizarre methods he 
used at several stages in his game. 

That concludes the case. Except that 
Lena Mellish was restored to Gus’ protec- 
tion at Headquarters the night of the raid, 
and the pair were married six weeks later. 

The real credit for the work we did on 
the case should go to that plucky girl. 
Ruth Tempest. For without her we’d 
probably have missed our chance of clear- 
ing up the most baffling and sensational case 
of my experience. 


The Capture of Chicago's Dope Queen 

( Continued from page 27) 


agents, led by Roche, and accompanied by 
a police-woman, made their raid on the 
dope queen’s kingdom. 

Roche rapped at her door. 

Kitty, dignified, blond, and well dressed, 
opened it. 

S HE smiled as she saw Roche and his 
men. 

“Hello, boys.” She was calm. “What 
can I do for you?” 

The agents stepped into the apartment. 
“Where’s the stuff, Kitty?” they asked. 
“What stuff?” It was evident the pretty 
woman would give no information. So 
the agents began their search of the ex- 
pensively appointed apartment. Not one 
grain of dope was there. 

“Fooled again, eh, boys?” Kitty laughed 
as she stood by smoking a cigarette and 
watching the search. 

But Roche was not fooled. He noticed 
on a small mahogany table three keys 
joined on a key-ring. Idly he tossed them 
in his hand. 

“Where do these fit?” he asked. 

“Keys to the front and back doors and 
my trunk,” replied Kitty. 

Roche tried the keys to the doors of the 
apartment. They didn’t work the locks. 
Kitty’s face whitened. 

The telephone rang. The police-woman, 
disguising her voice as Kitty’s, answered. 
It was a customer. He was instructed to 
come up in five minutes. He came, sur- 
prised into speechlcssness, and was ar- 
rested. 

Roche went out of the back door, onto 
the rear porch. He tried the keys in the 
lock of the back door to another apartment, 
across the porch. One of them turned the 
lock and the door swung open. He stepped 


inside and found himself in an apartment 
entirely separated from Kitty’s. 

An examination revealed it to be what 
he had anticipated — a cleverly arranged 
storehouse for narcotics. In one narrow 
hallway of the flat he found two trunks 
filled with morphine and opium — enough to 
assure him that Kitty and Willie Gil- 
hooley were acting as not mere dope ped- 
dlers, but as wholesalers to peddlers, who 
in turn distributed the stuff to addicts. On 
the shelves of the closet were empty “toys” 
waiting to he filled with small quantities 
of opium. There was also a pair of small 
delicate scales used by wholesale dealers 
in illicit drugs for the measuring of 
“shots.” 

Another room was outfitted as an opium- 
smoking den. Wet blankets hung over the 
windows to prevent fumes from the orien- 
tal pipes seeping into the clean air of the 
neighborhood and thus arousing suspicion. 
A wall bed was pulled down ready to ac- 
commodate the next smoker. Three 
smoking outfits lay on stools about the 
room. 

Still another room was fitted as com- 
fortable living quarters and it later de- 
veloped that Willie Gilhooley had hired an 
unsuspecting man named Kbler and his 
wife, to live in this one room of the nar- 
cotic storehouse as an effective blind, 
making it appear the flat was the ordinary 
living quarters of a quiet, law-abiding 
couple as respectable as any in this exclu- 
sive building. 

Returning to the Bennett, or Gilhooley 
flat, Roche found the police-woman had 
searched Kitty and found in one of her 
silken stockings the marked money given 
by the Government’s purchaser. 

Kitty, confronted with this evidence 
against her, lost her carefree, laugh- 
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NestleLanoil Co., Ltd. .Laboratory 
12 East 49th St., Dept. 6-Q. New York 

Endoeed And $1 Deposit and ttamplo of my hair 
for an official laboratory reading on the Neatlo 
Meter Scale .Itis understood that my $1 will be 
deducted from the cost of my next permanent 
waveatany hair waving establishment using 
tho Nestle Circuline 1’roeess. You are to send 
me a record of your findings and your free 
booklet on permanent waving. 

Kitwm. 

( Please writ* plainly/ 

Addrtu 


I f free booklet only is wanted, cheek hereCD 
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This free book tells 
you! 

Whetheryourhair is strong 
or weak, snow white or 
black, bleached or dyed — 
no matter whether you've 
ever had a permanent or 
not — send for Mr. Nestle’s 
new book on tho Circuline 
Process. It is alive with 
helpful information on the 
careofthe hair— material 
that has taken a lifetime 
to assemble. It will be sent to you absolutely free — use 
the coupon opposite l 


c The X-Ray of the flair 


This machine tests a small strand of your m 

hair. It gives your Permanent Waver advance • 
facts that insure Safety and Perfect Results. 


&sm 


N O greater step forward in hair 
science can be imagined than 
the NESTLE METER SCALE. It de- 
termines the character of your hair in 
advance of your permanent wave — and 
eliminates all guesswork. 

Gone is the possibility of individual 
error, over-curling or under-curling. 
Gone is the era when all hair was put 
through the waving-machinc as 
though all hair were alike. 

Each head of hair is now waved per- 
manently as if Nature , herself, had 
performed the duty. 

As Revealing as the X-Ray 

The Nestle Meter Scale discloses an 
amazing variety of hair qualities. It 
analyzes the individual characteris- 
tics oiyour hair— and your permanent 
wave is prescribed in advance from 
the Nestle Laboratory in New York. 


Nestle’s new invention takes the 
guess out of permanent waving 


From this examination and “pre- 
scription,’ ' the Nestle Permanent 
Waver in your own community will 
then wave your hair by the 

Nestle Circuline Process 

The Circuline Process of Permanent Wav- 
ing carries out, “to the letter," the 
readings of the Nestle Meter Scale — so 
that each head of hair is waved ac- 
cording to its individual needs. 

To have a perfect permanent wave is 
a reasonable expectation. With Cir- 
culine you will not be disappointed 
no matter what kind of hair you may 
have— whether it be normal, snow- 
white, black, blond, bleached or 
dyed— whether you want a tight, 
medium or loose wave. 

Have Your Hair “Read” 
Before You Have It Waved 

The Reading and Recommendation 
Cost You Nothing 

Just fill out the coupon below and 
send a small strand of your hair 


(about as thick as the lead in any 
ordinary pencil and at least 5 inches 
long.) Do not send combings. Enclose $1 
deposit to cover cost of testing. 

ThcNestleLaboratories will then send 
you a card showing the result of your 
hair test. This card contains directions 
to your Permanent Waver, giving the 
exact Circuline lotion required for 
any type of wave you may want. 

Your $1 deposit will be deducted from 
the price of your next permanent 
wave— given anywhere in the United 
States where the Circuline Process is 
used. The Nestle Company guaran- 
tees the refund of this deposit. Over 
6,000 hair dressers and beauty parlors 
use Nestle permanent waving apparatus. 

Why not send us your hair sample at 
once or write for free descriptive 
booklet? 

NESTLE LANOIL CO., LTD. 

12 East Forty-Ninth Street, New York City 
Originators of Permanent Waving ( Est. 1903 ) 


Will your hair 
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Laboratory perfects 
a new Cream that 
whitens the skin 
as it removes the 
hair. And leaves no 
trace of after-odor 


Remove hair 

with cool cream/ 


— a method you will enjoy 

To well-groomed women everywhere, 
this new cream, called Prvde, is most truly 
welcome. It is so distinctly feminine. 
Harmless to the most sensitive skin. And 
as easy to use as powdering your nose. 

Removes hair with amazing ease 

Pryde C ream combines amazing efficiency 
with delightful ease of use. There is no 
mixing or messing. And nothing to melt. 
Like a cold cream, you merely press it from 
the tube and cover the hair to be removed. 
Then, after a few minutes, with ordinary 
water, simply rinse the hair away. The 
skin is left cool, whitened , free from odor, 
and as smooth as satin. 

Authorities now urge its use 

Pryde is so much superior to old methods, 
authorities now urge its use. The masculine razor, 
as is well known, does cause coarser growth. Pryde 
does not. On the contrary its formula and principle 
is not only to remove the hair, but also to act upon 
the root, so as to deaden it; which is the gentle, 
natural way now advised by the best authorities. 

With Pryde Cream, the underarms, both arms 
and the limbs may be entirely freed from hair in 
one quick, complete operation, that is pleasant and 
surprisingly inexpensive. A large Tube of Pryde, 
enough for several times, is only 50c. 

Where to obtain Pryde 

satisfaction guaranteed 

Druggists. Department Stores and the better 
known beauty parlors can supply you Pryde. But 
if you do not obtain it readily, send at once direct 
to the laboratory; 50c, coin, postage or money 
order will bring you a tube in plain wrapper by 
return mail, together with a complimentary copy 
of “What Every Woman Should Know.” Address 
Pryde Pharmacal Co., 704 Broadway, Hannibal. 
Mo. 

“ Prettiness , said a famous beau, does 
attract attention , but daintiness is the 
feminine charm that holds it 



ALL THE RAGE 

Beautiful solid void ih.Rioc with yooi 


the twan for personality. 

SEND NO MONEY-iast pay t>oetmar 

1 1.00 plus postage when n:v arrive., 
looey back If not satisfied. Bead sis* 

“ 4 ‘‘“'WtLD'BhOS. CO.. 

39 S. State St. CHICACO 


Personal Hydiene 

3^ Women / 


r TMtE modern woman knows the danger 
X germs, and guards against them. 
She uses a cooling, healing, soothing 
antiseptic, with pleasing odor. 

Thousands of women are learning the 
good qualities of MU-COL. Dissolves 
instantly in warm water. Mukc 
any strength desired; use freely 
without harm. Effective, safe. 

M U - C OL 

At Druggists, 35c, 60c, $1.20 or 

The MU-COL Company 
161 East Tuppcr, Buffalo, N. Y. 
Write for. free rumple 



ing attitude and became sullen and non- 
committal. She would answer no ques- 
tions. 

Willie Gilhooley, her husband, was found 
a few weeks later by government agents. 
He was absent from the city at the time 
of the raid, taking a cure for a nervous 
breakdown. 

Within a few hours that night, police 
squads, led by Roche, Converse, and a 
group of other government men, flocked 
into the Twenty-second Street Chinatown 
and made wholesale raids upon opium- 
smoking and dope-peddling joints there. 

Hundreds of theatregoers, returning 
home, swarmed off near-by Michigan 
Boulevard to watch the raiders. Men ran 
wildly through the narrow streets as offi- 
cial axes swung against heavy doors. This 
raid was one of the most memorable nar- 
cotic drives ever conducted in the Middle 
West, and was the direct outgrowth of the 
snaring of the pretty and crafty Kitty Gil- 
hooley. Hundreds of dollars’ worth of 
narcotics were seized, besides the $100,000 
worth of dope taken from the Gilhooley 
storehouse. 

Shortly, Kitty and her husband went to 
trial in Federal Court. Gilhooley held 
that the agents had no right to seize the 


On the Trail of the 

( Continued 

cannot divulge even to you, it was deter- 
mined, in March, to raise at least two hun- 
dred and fifty thousand dollars for the 
cause. The Bolshevists know of the hid- 
den jewels and our organization. They 
have thousands of spies, and many of us 
are under constant espionage, which makes 
the task of selling anything difficult. It 
was decided, therefore, to sell one article, 
something of great value and which coula 
be concealed easily. 

i(r | ’HE thing finally selected was a gold 

A and platinum reliquary, with a great 
diamond set in the center and surrounded 
by rubies of considerable size. This mag- 
nificent jewel was originally purchased by 
Empress Catharine the Second — the ex- 
travagant Catharine the Great. The dia- 
mond weighs forty-six carats, two more 
than the famous Hope diamond. It is of 
a peculiar blue shade, and was one of the 
finest gems among the crown jewels. And, 
because of its color and brilliancy, it has 
been known for more than a century as 
‘The Eye of the Orloffs.’ Combined with 
the rubies and the exquisite setting, it 
should bring the full quarter of a mil- 
lion for which we are willing to dispose 
of it. 

“I was chosen to negotiate the sale, and 
see that the money obtained was returned 
to our headquarters in Paris. On two pre- 
vious occasions our people had disposed of 
valuable gems through Drysdale to some 
of his wealthy customers, so I determined 
to operate through him, if possible. 

“I reached this city on June first, de- 
clared the jewel with the customs people, 
posted the required bond, then placed the 
treasure in a vault for safe-keeping. Drys- 
dale, who was familiar with its history, 
saw it there and at once began negotiations 
for its sale. I kept aw’ay from his home 
until I felt certain I was not being trailed, 
communicating with him over the tele- 


dope in the second flat, inasmuch as their 
search-warrant described only the Bennett 
apartment. The Court, however, upheld 
the Government’s contention that the agents 
were free to raid the second apartment. 

Willie Gilhooley was sentenced to ten 
.years imprisonment, and Kitty to five. 

Strangely and pathetically Kitty en- 
tered her cell almost on the same day that 
her convent-reared daughter, unaware of 
her mother’s crimes, was married in an 
Eastern city. 

But the sensational Gilhooley dope case 
has not been fully solved in the mind of 
Patrick T. Roche, Intelligence Ace. For 
in Kitty’s apartment, during the raid, he 
picked up from a library table a red- 
covercd note-book. In it, in Kitty’s hand- 
writing, were scores of telephone numbers 
in code. 

The telephone exchanges are in ordinary 
lettering, but the numbers are in a letter 
code that has baffled the Government. The 
secret of Kitty’s supersecret code is locked 
within her. She refuses to give the key. 
And so, Pat Roche still has a Gilhooley 
puzzle to fit together. When he does he 
will rest easily, for then and only then will 
the great Chicago dope mystery be com- 
pletely solved. 


Orloff Blue Diamond 

from page 64 ) 

phone in terms which no outsider would 
have understood. 

“It was on June sixth that he notified me 
that he had a customer, and asked me to 
bring the jewel to him. I did this, and it 
was placed in the safe in his study. 
Neither of us believed it would be dis- 
turbed there. The reason C did not keep 
it with me was that he desired to show it 
to the prospective purchaser alone, as I 
was not to know his identity if he bought 
it. The purchaser feared the Soviet agents 
or other Russians might try to rob him of 
his purchase. Drysdale sent for me again 
on the ninth and informed me that the 
man was quibbling about the price. How- 
ever, he was to return again on the elev- 
enth with a famous lapidary, whose advice 
he desired before purchasing. 

“As the time was so brief, neither of us 
thought of removing the jewel temporarily 
from the Professor’s home. However, I 
became a bit nervous, so called him on the 
telephone on the night of the tenth and 
asked if everything were all right. His 
reply was in the affirmative. He said he 
had obtained a book giving most detailed 
information concerning the ‘thing,’ and 
had just been examining it.” 

-WHAT time did you talk with him?” 
VV I interrupted. 

“Shortly before ten, when the neighbors 
reported the lights in the house were last 
seen. The thief may have been in the 
place at the time. My theory is this : 
Drysdale, after using the telephone in his 
study, put out the lights and went to the 
library to continue his reading. The book 
we found on his chair was open at a chap- 
ter on ‘The Eye of the Orloffs.’ While 
he was reading, or possibly while he dozed, 
he heard a noise in the study and went 
there to investigate. The murder and rob- 
bery followed.” 

“Just a moment,” I interrupted. “Lan- 
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sing, do you know the identity of the pros- 
pective purchaser?” 

“Yes. He’s bought many things from 
the Professor,” answered the secretary. 
“If you have the slightest suspicion he 
might have instigated the crime, dismiss it. 
He’s an international celebrity and one of 
America’s greatest bankers.” 

“Good. How about the Japanese ser- 
vant? Did he really go to Seattle?” 

“Yes. We received a telegram from him 
upon his arrival. And you can be certain 
he never arranged with others to commit 
the robbery after he had gone. The Pro- 
fessor has left him alone for months, when 
he could have cleaned out the place. 
Really, he took better care of things than 
we did.” 

“That simplifies matters. Now, Colonel, 
for the remainder of your story. Do you 
believe Soviet spies learned of your mis- 
sion, followed you to America and, dis- 
covering you had turned the jewel over to 
Drysdale, murdered him to regain it? Re- 
member, it is possible that a student did 
the killing, then stole the jewel as an after- 
thought, believing that, should suspicion 
point his way, he could pawn it for funds 
with which to make a getaway.” 

“You are the more experienced police- 
man, Mr. Jennings,” and the Russian 
bowed. “What do you think?” 

“Personally, I can’t accept the student 
theory. The killer was a cool one. He 
obliterated all finger-prints ; washed the 
blood from his person. Now, even grant- 
ing for argument’s sake he was a student 
and had stolen the examination papers be- 
fore being interrupted by Drysdale. does it 
stand to reason he would have carried them 
away with him? Never. He’d have known 
their absence would point toward a pupil 
of the professor’s as the killer. No, the 
papers were taken to create a false clue.” 

“I agree,” said Tchekhova. 

“T'HE most reasonable conclusion is that 
* your mission was discovered in France 
and you were followed by a Red spy or a 
traitor in your own ranks. Think care- 
fully. Was there no one on shipboard 
whose actions excited your suspicions?” 
“There was a woman on board, tall, dark 
and decidedly good-looking, but whose 
dress was most inconspicuous. The reason 
I noted her was that she had the appear- 
ance of a Russian. However, when I 
learned her name was distinctly American 
and heard her speak perfect English, I 
lost interest in her. * Anyway, she seldom 
appeared on deck and seemed to have no 
intimates. 

“When we reached Quarantine and ‘were 
having our passports examined and our 
shore passes issued, I explained to one of 
the customs men that I had something of 
considerable value which I wished to take 
before the executives to declare and for 
the entry of which I would give bond. 

“It was while we were talking that the 
woman passed, and he noted her with a 
grin, saying: ‘Well, there’s one who won’t 
follow your example. Some years ago she 
was one of the cleverest of the inter- 
national smugglers, usually beating us at 
our own game. Originally she came from 
Russia but speaks United States like a 
book. Guess she’s been on another lay of 
late, for this is the first I’ve seen her in a 
long time. We’ll give her a thorough 
search, though/ 

“I’m telling you this, Mr. Jennings, only 
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Stop 

Gray 

Hair 

— then take your 
hat off joyously! 




74 


True Detective Mysteries 



LIAIP/ 


Beauty is more beautiful when 
it is crowned with a glowing 
loveliness of hair that is radU 
antly lustrous. The hairdresser’s 
secret of lustrous hair is a touch 
of henna in the shampoo. You may 
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because the woman was a Russian and 
came on the same vessel with me.” 

“Didn't you learn her name?” I inquired. 

“The inspector didn’t state, and at the 
time I thought too little of the matter to 
ask. But afterward I recollected he spoke 
of her as the Countess.” 

“What?” I fairly gasped. And, for a 
moment, all that he had told me, all the 
suspicious things I had noted in Canada 
were jumbled together in my brain. 

“You know her?” asked the Russian, 
observing my excitement. 

“I know a Countess. Maybe yours and 
mine will prove to he one. Have you any 
more to tell?” 

“I’ll complete the story,” said Lansing. 
“After the murder, when the Colonel and 
I compared notes, I began to suspect this 
smuggler might have been interested in 
his movements. In fact, had trailed him all 
the way from Paris. On the day he 
brought the jewel to Professor Drysdale, 
a tall, dark, handsome woman arrived at 
the house, asked to see the Professor, and 
informed me she desired to obtain pearls 
to match a string she had with her. She 
was dressed in mourning and a half veil 
concealed part of her face. I put her in 
the reception-room to wait, as the Colonel 
was up in the study. She must have seen 
him when he came down the stairway and 
left the house. He did not notice her. 
When she consulted the Professor she 
showed him her pearls, which really were 
very fine ones ; left one as a sample and 
told him to match it with six others. 

“YV7IIEN the Colonel came on the ninth, 

VV she arrived close behind him, again 
took her place in the reception-room, and 
probably watched him depart. She talked 
with the Professor, who had not yet pro- 
cured the pearls for her, and departed. I 
have not seen her since. We have com- 
pared descriptions, and that of the Coun- 
tess and the mysterious visitor here tally 
closely. Now what do you think ?” 

“I’m thinking so many things,” I said, “I 
can’t get them straight — just yet. But 
there is a long-shot chance that I’m ninety 
per cent, nearer guessing the solution of 
this double crime than I was ten minutes 
ago. And, if I make a bull’s-eye, it will be 
a case of chance and luck plus the detec- 
tive instinct which caused me to follow a 
hunch. Within five minutes I may have 
great news or the disappointment of mv 
life.” 

Knowing that someone was certain to 
he in the executive offices at the Customs 
House all night, I called a number not 
listod in the telephone directory. “This is 
Neil Jennings,” I said when I got my 
party. “Hello!” 

“ ’Lo, Neil. This is Bachelor. What’s 
up?” 

“Listen, old man. On June first a 
woman smuggler known as the Countess 
reached here from Cherbourg. Was she 
the same Countess who used to keep you 
fellows guessing?” 

“Sure thing. Our old friend Olga Ver- 
shoflF. But she was clean when searched. 
I happened to be on the pier when she 
landed and saw that the job was thorough.” 

“Fine,” I said. Then I took a long 
breath preparatory to the next query : 
“Did you, by any chance, learn where she 
went?” 

“You said it. That lady always interests 
us. I had her trailed. She has an apart- 


ment at No. West Sixty-seventh 

Street under the name of Mrs. George 
Roberts. Got anything on her?” 

“Don’t know yet. I’ll post you later.” 

I dropped into an easy chair, laughing 
for sheer joy. Lady Luck surely was 
strewing my pathway with four-leaf 
clovers. The Countess from Cherbourg 
and the one who had returned from Canada 
when I did, were one and the same. And 
Maurie had arrived in Quebec in disguise 
and under an alias two days following the 
murder. The solution of the case began 
to assume real form. 

“You have good news?” queried Tchek- 
hova as I faced him, with Lansing stand- 
ing near, breathing heavily while waiting 
my words. 

“The best, I think. But I cannot detail 
what I have learned and what I suspect 
yet. I’ve got to have a long think first. 
Meet me here at eight to-morrow morning 
sharp. I’ll have use for you both.” 

T HEN I left them and, after determining 
the lines of investigation I would follow 
on the morrow, I turned in for a much 
needed rest. 

The following morning I posted Tchek- 
* hova and Lansing where they could com- 
mand a view of those entering and leaving 
the Sixty-seventh Street address. I took 
up my lookout at another point. There 
were hours of tedious waiting before our 
quarry came out, walked to the corner, 
entered a taxicab and disappeared. Our 
vigil had not been in vain. “Mrs. George 
Roberts” was the Countess. My co- 
workers were as positive in their identifi- 
cations. 

I sent them home without satisfying their 
curiosity, then made straight for Maurice 
Kofel’s place of business in Maiden Lane. 
From a gem dealer in the same building, a 
friend. I learned something of importance, 
something which plugged a decided gap in 
my reasoning of the solution of the mys- 
tery. Early in March, Kofel left New 
York for Caracas, Venezuela, to be gone for 
several months. The reason given for his 
trip was that he had been commissioned to 
investigate some recently discovered gold 
deposits in the interior of that country. 

Immediately I returned to my headquar- 
ters, locked myself in an inner sanctum, 
drew the shades. And for hours, sitting in 
the dark, I turned the case over in my 
mind, approaching it from every angle. 
My final deductions, those upon which I 
intended to work, wer*: 

Olga Verhoff and Maurie Kofel, noto- 
rious international smugglers, had joined 
forces some time in the past. I never had 
known they were acquainted before their 
meeting in Quebec. But with their crooked 
proclivities, it was not surprising that they 
should be working together. The Countess 
was a Russian ; possibly had identified her- 
self with the Bolshevists. 

In some way Tchekhova’s mission to 
America had been learned. It was possible 
she had been commissioned by the Reds to 
regain the famous and valuable jewel. If 
so, she probably had planned to obtain it, 
then double-cross her confederates and keep 
the loot for herself and Maurie. But that 
didn’t matter so much. The outstanding 
fact was that she had known, in advance, 
of the Colonel’s mission. She communi- 
cated with Kofel, outlining a tentative plan 
for the great theft. He went to Venezuela 
without delay, so that, in the event of 
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trouble, he might be able to establish an 
alibi concerning his whereabouts. Probably 
they contemplated getting rid of Tchek- 
hova. At all times the woman kept in 
touch with him. After establishing a resi- 
dence in the southern country, Maurie re- 
turned to some place near New York, 
probably in May, and remained in hiding. 

A FTER reaching New York, the Countess 
^ probably trailed the Russian when he 
went to a bank to place the jewel in a vault. 
Also, she noted Drysdale when he was 
taken there to inspect it. Trailing the 
latter, she learned that he dealt in precious 
stones and arranged the scheme to purchase 
pearls so that she could enter the Profes- 
sor’s home if she so desired. It proved a 
winning card for her. Undoubtedly she 
was close to Tchekhova when he took the 
jewel from the bank, suspected he had 
removed it and why. She went to Drys- 
dale's home on both days the Colonel was 
there, for the purpose of making morally 
certain the prize had been left there. And, 
once satisfied, she notified Kofel. The 
murder and robbery followed. 

But I^did not believe the slaying was 
planned in advance. Maurie had entered 
the house when he thought it deserted or 
the old man was asleep, and had killed only 
when cornered. Of course, all this was 
merely deduction. But it appeared to 
stand up under all the objections I could 
think of. 

My further reasoning was founded upon 
nothing more substantial than guess and 
probability. Had there been only a rob- 
bery, Kofel probably would have been able 
to escape at once. He would have gone to 
South America with his loot and returned 
to New York when the hue and cry had 
subsided. But the killing had altered the 
situation. There was bound to be a wide- 
flung man-hunt. And if he were recog- 
nized in the States, when he vas supposed 
to be thousands of miles away, he might 
face an awkward situation. There had 
been but one course open to him ; to make 
a quick getaway to the nearest safe hide- 
out. Quebec was the answer. 

He had hidden his plunder, notified the 
Countess of the tragedy, obtained shabby 
clothing and headed North. And the 
chances were a hundred to one, despite the 
declaration he had made for the immigra- 
tion authorities, he had not taken a train 
in New York. His limp was most notice- 
able. It was possible that some of Drys- 
dale’s neighbors had seen a lame man near 
his home on the night of the tragedy. 
Following the discovery of the murder they 
might tell this to the police. And if, in their 
investigations, they had learned that a man 
who limped had taken a train for Canada 
the same night as the killing, it would have 
sent them hot foot on Maurie’s trail. No, 
he had boarded the train at some other 
city. This thought was supported by 
others. The murder had taken place on 
the night of the tenth. Kofel had not 
reached Quebec until the twelfth. In the 
day which could not be accounted for he 
probably covered a portion of his journey in 
a motor-car. 

L OCATING a suitable hideout as soon as 
-* he reached Quebec, he had wired <he 
Countess his assumed name and address. 
She had taken the night train on the 
twelfth, reaching the Canadian city on the 
thirteenth. No doubt she had sent a wire 
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to the murderer notifying him when she 
would arrive. Why did she go to Quebec ? 
Probably because she wanted to learn where 
the jewel had been hidden, whether she 
was to remove it, and his plans for the 
immediate future for both. 

The quarrel in the park, I surmised, 
came when she upbraided him for the kill- 
ing. Also she may have added to his 
anger by telling him he bungled in his get- 
away in stealing the examination papers — 
that he would have done better to have left 
no clues, making the murder appear more 
that of a chance burglar or a yegg. Per- 
sonally, I did not believe Maurie realized 
the nature of the papers when he took them, 
only that they had something to do with the 
Professor’s college duties. On the spur 
of the moment he had taken them, hoping 
to throw suspicion upon someone connected 
with the institution. And the ruse had 
fulfilled its objective. 

But the Countess was a cautious worker. 
Probably to her the “plant” appeared too 
transparent. She did not know, as I did, 
that the police really had fallen for it. 
She knew there had been a theft of some- 
thing of great value, while the police had 
announced that nothing had been stolen 
but the papers. She feared they were 
working along lines which meant danger 
to her and her confederate, and supposed 
they had given out the story as a smoke 
screen to hide their real suspicions. 

I surmised that, as a result of their 
consultation, the pair decided to make no 
effort to recover the jewel then, but to 
mark time until they learned definitely 
what the police were doing. Consequently, 
the Countess immediately returned to her 
home in New York. And Maurie? Prob- 
ably he still was in Canada. 

However, deduction, theories and guesses 
were not evidence. Even if I were correct, 
there still remained the herculean task of 
obtaining proofs before I could begin to 
close in upon them. 

So, my mental recasting of the case 
completed, I at once detailed three men to 
shadow the Countess, directing that they 
never let her out of their sight except when 
in her own rooms. A most dependable 
man, Bentley, left on the night train for 
Quebec, with all details necessary to locate 
Kofel and instructions to stick to him 
even if he went around the world. 

W ITHIN another twelve hours I had 
located and questioned the conductor 
who had been in charge of the through 
sleeping-cars from New York to Quebec 
on the night, of June eleventh. He remem- 
bered his lame passenger well. And, de- 
spite his shabby clothing, the man had a 
ticket for an entire compartment. But the 
most important fact he told me was that 
the man had boarded the train at Albany ! 

When I informed him I had seen the 
immigration slip made out by the lame 
traveler and that it stated he came from 
New York, he said he was not surprised. 
Passengers made out the declarations and 
gave them to a porter. And the porters, 
at times, let the slips accumulate for hours 
before turning them over to the inspector. 
It was quite possible, therefore, that 
Maurie had misstated where he boarded 
the train and that it never was discovered. 

That suggested a new query. Why had 
the smuggler endeavored to conceal the 
fact that he took the train at Albany? 
My guess was that he did it so no one 


would know he had been there. And that 
thought fixed, I determined to take the 
night train and continue my immediate in- 
vestigations in the up- State capital. 

Before starting, however, I received a 
setback, one which annoyed me more than 
a little. It came in a telegram from Bent- 
ley, stating our quarry had left Quebec be- 
fore his arrival Taking a long chance 
that Maurie had headed for Caracas, I 
wired Bentley to go there and try and pick 
up the trail. 

The following day I sought out an old 
acquaintance in the Albany Police Depart- 
ment. Had they, by any chance, recovered 
an abandoned or stolen automobile around 
June eleventh or twelfth? They had — in 
the morning of the latter date. It was a 
new eight-cylinder car, splendidly equipped. 
Apparently it had been driven a consid- 
erable distance under pressure, because it 
was mud-spattered and had practically no 
gasoline in the tank. The driver had aban- 
doned it in a thick wood just outside the 
city, where it had been discovered by some 
boys on a fishing excursion. 

“Have you got it where I can look it 
over?” • 

“Yes,” and he grinned. *‘But it won’t 
do you much good. The motor number has 
been chiseled off. the model plate is gone ; 
and the horn, which probably was num- 
bered, had disappeared.” 

KJEVERTHELESS, I gave the car a 
microscopic examination. And, after 
hours of scraping away mud and grease, 
I uncovered the serial number and a special 
factory mark on the inner side of the frame 
beneath the rear left fender. That was 
sufficient for my purpose, however. 

Soon after, with the assistance of the 
local sales manager, I obtained the missing 
motor number from the factory over the 
long-distance telephone. And I completed 
my investigations in that quarter by ascer- 
taining from the State License Bureau that 
an owner’s license for the car had been 
issued a few months previous to John Hill, 
of Suncrest Drive, River ford. New York. 
I was sure this was another alias of the 
elusive Maurie, and that the address in 
the fashionable Hudson River town was 
one of his hideouts. 

I settled that question early the next day. 

First I located the house, a magnificent 
suburban home with spacious grounds. It 
had every appearance of having been closed 
for a considerable time, though peeps 
through several windows showed it was 
fully furnished, indicating the absence of 
its tenants was but temporary. The garage 
was locked, but contained no car. 

Questioning persons in the neighborhood. 
I learned that John Hill, the owner of the 
place, answered the general description of 
Kofel, particularly the limp. Also, that 
Mrs. Hill was tall, dark and handsome, 
apparently of foreign extraction. She was, 
no doubt, the Countess. But that they were 
man and wife, or living as such, came as 
a real surprise. Further information was 
that the man had lived there at infrequent 
intervals, for two years, always bringing 
his own servants; but that his wife was 
there but seldom. Neither had been seen 
about the place for a long period. 

Then, for a time, I wandered about the 
town to dodge those I had been interro- 
gating. But in the afternoon I slipped 
back and picked the garage lock. And, as 
I had hoped. I found a hammer, chisel and 
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file, the teeth of the latter filled with bits 
of steel. Apparently it was there that 
Maurie had paused in his flight to prepare 
his automobile against identification. 

Naturally, I suspected the famous jewel 
might be hidden in the house. But I dared 
not search. For it was almost certain I 
would be detected if I attempted to con- 
duct a thorough hunt, possibly by a lookout 
for the smuggler, and surely by the neigh- 
bors or the local police. No, my best 
course was to continue to watch and wait, 
to do nothing to alarm the pair I expected 
to trap. For. if they ever suspected some- 
one was close upon their trail and fled the 
country, I might never be able to bring 
the murderers to justice or recover the 
reliquary. I also decided it was unneces- 
sary to place the house under surveillance 
for a time, for Maurie was out of the 
country and the Countess could not go 
there without my men at her heels. 

N OW a considerable and uneventful wait 
began. The Countess did nothing sus- 
picious. Most of the time she remained 
in her rooms. And. as we were not work- 
ing with the authorities, we could not listen 
in on her telephone wire or intercept her 
mail or telegrams. 

Then, one day in late July, there was a 
break in our weary vigil. I received a 
wireless from Bentley, stating that he and 
Maurie were on their way from Vene- 
zuela. bound for Brooklyn, and giving the 
date of their scheduled arrival. Imme- 
diately I doubled the watch upon the Coun- 
tess, certain she knew more than I. 
Sooner or later, following Kofel’s arrival, 
I felt sure they would meet. 

When the ship arrived, Tchekhova and I 
were at the pier. I moved about freely, 
certain Maurie would not know me. The 
Russian I placed where he could see, with- 
out being seen. Bentley was among the 
first down the gang-plank. He grinned at 
passing and signaled my man was still on 
board. It was some time before the latter 
limped to the pier, scowling, obviously in 
a bad humor. From those who kept me 
posted, I learned the reason. One of the 
customs men who had boarded the vessel 
at Quarantine had spotted him and in- 
sisted upon accompanying him ashore. But 
a thorough search of his clothing and 
trunks revealed no contraband. 

When he left the wharf in a taxicab the 
Colonel and I followed, straight to his 
place of business in Maiden Lane. Tchek- 
hova said he never had seen the man be- 
fore. After an hour’s wait our man came 
out. took another taxi and headed up-town. 
We trailed him to a fashionable Park 
Avenue hotel, and I was at his elbow when 
he engaged a small suite and registered 
under his own name. 

Realizing that he intended to make no 
attempt at concealment and could be picked 
up at any time, I rejoined the Colonel and 
hastened to my headquarters to receive 
Bentley’s report. Summarized, my agent 
had experienced no difficulty in locating 
Kofel in Caracas, where he had acted no 
differently from any other visiting for- 
eigner. From employees in the hotel where 
both stopped. Bentley learned that Maurie 
had arrived there first in May, but had been 
away for some weeks in the interior look- 
ing over a new gold discovery. This cor- 
responded with the statement given out at 
his office. But we knew that in his period 
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of absence he most certainly bad been in 
Canada and New York. 

H OWEVER, Bentley’s most significant 
announcement was that on the day 
previous, Kofel had sent a wireless mes- 
sage addressed to Mrs. George Roberts, at 

West Sixty-seventh Street. The 

message itself he had not learned, but we 
guessed its contents. The crook had in- 
formed his confederate of his imminent 
arrival. 

On the fifth day after Maurie’s arrival 
things began to move. Tchekhova and I 
were in my up-town office in the early eve- 
ning, when a telephone message from one 
of my lookouts informed me Kofel had just 
left his office alone in a fast-looking auto- 
mobile, and headed north. It was the first 
time he had used a machine other than a 
taxicab since returning to the city. My 
guess was that he finally was bound for 
a rendezvous with the Countess. I called 
to the Colonel to follow me. Before my 
office stood my own car, also capable of 
great speed. We swung into Sixty-seventh 
Street, and we were none too soon. One 
of my men spotted us, leaped to the run- 
ning-board, and informed me that the 
woman was in the taxi just leaving the 
place. 

As he dropped off, I took up the trail 
which continued far up into the Bronx, to 
where two great thoroughfares crossed. 
There the Countess left the cab, walked a 
block, and took her seat beside the driver 
of a big machine of foreign make standing 
at the cub. The man promptly swung his 
vehicle into the traffic; we were satisfied 
he was Maurie. 

Then for two hours he led us a merry 
chase, for a time remaining in the con- 
gested streets with the obvious intention of 
losing any possible trailers. It was not 
until he had passed through Scarsdale and 
headed toward the Hudson that I became 
satisfied he was making for Riverford. 
And, fearing he would note us if we at- 
tempted to follow along the less frequented 
thoroughfares, I cut ahead of him and 
put on all the speed the law would allow. 

Arriving at Maurie’s suburban home, I 
placed my machine near the gateway of a 
house opposite. Then Tchekhova and I 
made our way into the Kofel grounds and 
concealed ourselves in the shrubbery. The 
wait was not long, but a light rain which 
had begun falling while we were skirting 
the river made our post in the open most 
uncomfortable. 

T HE car we had trailed came to a halt 
close to the gate. Then the passengers 
came toward us out of the drizzle, moving 
over the sodden turf without noise or con- 
versation. And quite as silently they 
mounted the steps and disappeared. It was 
only when we caught slivers of light show- 
ing at the sides of the curtains of a second 
floor front room that we were certain they 
were inside. 

“Listen. Colonel,” I said, “I believe we 
are In for some quick action. We’re going 
inside and learn what those two are doing. 
Don’t make a sound on your life, hut fol- 
low me!” 

Passing along the porch I located a long 
window which opened into the main hall- 
way. Forcing the catch of this, we soon 
were Inside. There was just a suggestion 
of light, which came through the many 
windows above us. And, when my eyes 


became accustomed to the semidarkness, I 
took my companion by the arm, found the 
stairs, and motioned him to keep close. In 
my right hand I held my automatic, ready 
for instant use. Unless I covered Maurie 
first, in the event we were discovered, I 
felt it would he a battle to the death. And 
I was going to try to get in the first shot. 
Maurie was a killer ! 

We mounted with fair speed, for the 
covering was thick and prevented sound. 
Reaching the hallway above, we paused and 
looked toward the room in which we had 
seen the shreds of light. The door was 
open a little, enabling us to catch the mur- 
mur of voices and note the room was 
fully illuminated. I gave the Colonel a tug 
to follow. We tiptoed — nearer — nearer — 
striving unsuccessfully to catch what was 
being said. Finally, just before we reached 
the opening, all sound within ceased. I 
looked through. The Countess and Maurie 
were standing before a wall safe. 

Suddenly the woman gave a little cry. 
And, as she drew hack a step, Maurie 
turned, a great jewel in his hand, which 
caught and reflected the light. Over my 
shoulder I caught a smothered gasp. 

“At last,” I thought, “we have both the 
crooks and their plunder.” Then I took 
hold of the handle of the door and at- 
tempted to push it wider without noise. 
But it creaked. There came a shrill scream 
from the woman, and the next instant all 
went black as the lights were switched off. 
I dropped to the floor, dragging Tchekhova 
with me, expecting a shot. But none came. 
Then I caught a faint sound, as of a door 
closing. Immediately I determined to take 
a desperate chance, leaped into the room, 
drew my flash-light and swung it about. 
The place was empty. I could not detect 
how the crooks had made their getaway. 

“OUICK! After me!” I shouted, and 
dashed down the stairway and for 
the window by which we had entered, 
lighting our way with my flash. The Colo- 
nel and I tumble t upon the porch just in 
time to see two shadowy forms running 
from the building. But they were not 
shadows, as two pistol reports and the 
sound of bullets tearing through the bushes 
near us proved. In another moment we 
caught the hum of a spinning motor and a 
rasping of gears, and knew they were off 
in their car. 

But we were after them in seconds, crash- 
ing and swinging along through the rain. 
We knew' they had .turned north, for we 
had commanded a view of the south road. 
On we tore, our machine swaying and 
lurching like a crazed monster. Fortu- 
nately the rain appeared to have cleared 
the road from Riverford of cars, giving 
pursued and pursuers a free course. But 
we turned our lights on full, keeping the 
sharpest lookout. And. after a time, we 
picked out the shadow of a car ahead, 
without lights and zigzagging as badly as 
we were doing. 

Certain it contained Maurie and the 
Countess, I forced more speed. We gained 
until we were within a hundred yards of 
them. Then we lost again. The driver 
ahead was extending his car to its limit. 
But, being much lighter than mine, it 
jumped and swerved badly. I guessed that 
the effort required to keep it on the road 
kept the man from shooting at us. 

Then, suddenly, I caught the flash of a 
red danger signal, and slowed down for 
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the probable curve ahead. Those in front 
paid no heed to the light. As we swung 
around the turn, we saw the other car, full 
in the glare of our lights, swerve wildly 
on two wheels, crash through a white 
“warning fence” and go hurtling down into 
the blackness below. A woman’s cry 
reached us as we whizzed past the spot, 
hugging the inside of the road. 

I brought our machine to a halt, and 
Tchekhova and I ran back. Using the 
flash-light, we made our way through the 
broken fence. The descent was not diffi- 
cult. for there were trees and bushes in 
abundance to cling to. But we went far 
before we found them, almost to the rail- 
road tracks which paralleled the river. 

T HERE they were, Maurie and the 
Countess— both dead. She lay against 
a great stone, unmarked, but with an ex- 
pression of awful fear in her set features. 
He was beneath the wreck of the car, which 
had turned over and crashed against a tree. 

Dropping beside Maurie, I found what 
I sought— the Orloff blue diamond — in the 
breast pocket of his coat. I held the reli- 
quary in the light of the flash so Tchek- 
hova could see it, then pressed it into his 
hand. 

“Unless someone is falsely accused of 
Drvsdale’s murder.” I said, ‘‘the case ends 
right here. We’ll talk only to save the 
innocent. Let’s get back to the car and 
the city. The broken fence will lead some- 
one to them in the morning. There will be 
no question of how they died.” 

And so the amazing case ended. 


The Clue in the Coffin 

( Continued from page 51) 

closer, incredulous — stunned by what I saw. 
The cheek was tinted blue-black with a 
short scrub of beard. 

I<ess than twenty seconds were needed 
to convince me I wasn’t dreaming. The 
coffin held the corpse of a man! 

It was the same corpse that had lain 
on the floor two nights earlier when I had 
entered the case. It was being palmed off 
as the body of Anna Mulholland. The 
beard grows on a dead man as rapidly as 
it does in life. 

T HE disjointed evidence I had been 
gathering regarding the family fell 
quickly into a pattern after I found this 
clue in the coffin. Why, this dead man, 
who looked enough like Anna to pass for 
her in woman’s clothes, was her own 
brother ! He must be the ne’er-do-well 
who sometimes went to sea. Had he tried 
to visit his sister secretly — crawled through 
the window — asked her for money, per- 
haps? But, I figured, Mulholland had 
caught them together, had got into a row 
with the brother and shot him down. Then 
he had thought of this monstrous plan of 
changing his costume, of burying him as 
Anna, so that he could inherit the house 
and doubtless marry Katharine Prentice. 
But how had he disposed of Anna? 

I went downstairs, pulled my gun on 
Mulholland as he sat at a kitchen table 
sipping hot coffee, and got the white-collar 
desperado handcuffed before I uttered a 
word. 
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..how they’re kept 
free from corns.. 



Ann Pennington’8 Famous Dancing Feet 

“I have always considered a 
corn a social error,” writes Ann 
Pennington, beautiful Ziegfeld 
dancing star. 

“For a corn is an evidence of 
personal neglect. Why should 
anyone keep one — when a 
dainty Blue-jay plaster will 
remove it so quickly, so ur- 
banely and comfortably?” 

f t 

For 26 years good old Blue-jay has been keep* 
ing the feet of the famous fit. It is the stand' 
ard home convremovcr, approved not only by 
the millions but by physicians and chiropodists. 
Prove it tonight on your most stubborn corn. 
Blue-jay always welcomes a contest with aa 
“old offender.” At all drug stores. 


Blue=jay 

THE SAFE AND GENTLE 
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your lashes twice as long, dark and heavy after 
your very first application of Delica-Brow , the 
original waterproof Liquid Dressing for the 
lashes and brows. You will never know what 
beautiful eyes you really have until you use 
Delica-Brow. Send for a free trial bottle today* 
Kindly^ enclose 10c for packing and mailing. 

Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. A I 
3912 Cly bourne Avc. Chicago, 11L 
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lief for bunions and large joints. Can be worn in any 
style of shoe — outside or under stock ing. No larger 
size shoe required. Sold by shoe dealers, druggists 
and department stores for over 15 years. Over one- 
half million in use. Write for free trial offer. No pay 
if no relief. State size of shoes and if for right or left. 
FISCHER MANUFACTURING CO. 

425 East Water St. Dept. 84. Milwaukee. Wis. 
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DRESSMAKING 

LEARN AT HOME 

Save V2 on 
all your 
clothes 


N EW easy method. In a few 
short weeks, right at home 
through the Woman’s Institute, 
you can learn how to make all 

S our own clothes in the very 
itest style for a half or a third 
of what they now cost you. 

Earn $20 to $40 a Week 
The course Is so complete that you 
ran earn good money as a visiting 
dressmaker, litter in a department 
store, teacher, or open a shop of 
your own and bo independent. 

WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET 
Mail the coupon today for tho In- 
teresting Free Booklet which gives 
the full story of the Woman's Insti- 
tute and tells how It has helped 
more than 200.000 women to dress 
better at small cost and earn money. 
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Kill The Hair Root 


My method is the only way to prevent the hair from growing again. 
Eaay, painless, harmless. No sears. Booklet free. Writ* today 
enclosing a red stamps. We teach beauty culture. 

D. J. MAHLER. 706«A, Mahler Park. PROVIDENCE. R. I. 


DIMPLES! 

Attract Men 

It is amazing what a difference 
dimples make. Married women 
appear ten years younger. 
Plain girls acquire a real charm. 
Men are fascinated by their 
new beauty. Yet dimples can 
positively be made with the 
DOLLY DIMPLER. a sim- 
ple, harmless device invented 
by a woman. Patents pend- 
ing. Used by beauty specialists 
and actresses. Easy to apply. 
Results guaranteed. Complete 
outfit, including instructions, 
mailed postpaid for $1.00 cash, or 
sent C. O. D. fc 
postage. 


for $1.25 plus few cents 


J? 


Henry Tetlow’s Famous 

Swan 

Down 

TRADE MARK RKQ. U. S. PAT. OFF. 


Face Powder 


Improves the complexion without 
giving the appearance of “ make- 
up.” Retains its fragrance and 
freshness. Popular here and abroad 
for 60 years. 5 shades. 25 cents, 
at all toilet goods counters. 


Henry Tetlow Co.. Philadelphia, Pa. 
Makers of Pussywillow Powder 


“Now,” I said, without preliminaries, 
“tell me how you killed him !” 

It took some hard persuading on my 
part. But he ended by confessing the 
crime exactly as I had imagined it. 

“And your wife?” I demanded. “What 
have you done with her?” 

“She’s on the top floor,” he answered 
sullenly. 

“Dead or alive?” 

“Alive. She went completely out of 
her mind when I shot her brother. That’s 
what made me feel I was safe. Her crazi- 
ness isn’t the noisy kind. She’s sort of 
struck dumb.” 

“You figured on keeping her a prisoner 


for the rest of hei*life?” I asked, amazed. 

“Yes. But not around here. After the 
funeral, I was going to take her out to 
the Middle West somewhere and commit 
her to an asylum under a false name,” 
he declared in a monotone. I have never 
encountered such callousness as his. 

I didn’t fully credit the details about 
Anna, I guess, until I released her myself 
from a garret room. 

She recovered her reason a few months 
later. 

Henry Mulholland paid the penalty he 
more than deserved in the electric chair. 
Jim, the undertaker, was given a long 
stretch up the river for his share in the 
fraud I had uncovered. 


Why It Can Never Be Told 

( Continued from page 47) 


time for repairs or cleaning or registra- 
tion, he had hesitated before identifying 
the firm who had cleaned the diamond a 
few months before. Those are just a 
couple of instances of his embarrassment ; 
on the whole, however, he had been appar- 
ently quite candid, and anyone is liable to 
forget such things. 

“IF you like, Mrs. Borland,” 1 said gently, 
^ “I will defer any further questioning 
until to-morrow.” 

“No, no, go ahead,” she insisted fever- 
ishly. “Take all our finger-prints. I know 
neither Jim nor Marie had anything to do 
with the robbery.” 

“What rot !” her husband flung out 
sharply. Then, meeting the beseeching 
glance in his wife’s tired, tear-filled eyes, 
he went over to the divan where we had 
laid her, and kneeling down put his arms 
about her. “Marian, darling, I don’t won- 
der you are upset, little girl. I’m nervous 
myself. Browne only wants to take our 
finger-prints so as to check up on any 
others which may be on the door-knob. 
It’ll probably only take a minute.” 

“Oh, then, I must have mine taken, too,” 
she insisted. “And Ollie must have hers 
taken.” Ollie, she explained, was Mrs. Oli- 
phant, the masseuse. I knew this woman 
well. She is a regular vault of informa- 
tion and any blackmailer who could entice 
her on to his staff would be in clover for 
the rest of his life. 

I had with me my finger-printing para- 
phernalia and was just about to place Mrs. 
Borland’s tips on the inked paper when the 
telephone bell rang. Marie was on the 
point of answering it when I suggested 
that it would be better if, for the time 
being, she let someone else attend to all 
outside communications. 

The girl tossed her head and scowled at 
me. “Jim, please see who it is,” Mrs. 
Borland requested. “I hope it is Ollie ; 
she promised to come back as soon as she 
had finished with Mrs. Ashley.” Turning 
toward the table, she readjusted her fingers 
on the paper, and continued, “I called her 
up at once when I discovered my loss. She 
is such a comfort — there, is that all?” 

Holding up her inky fingers, she re- 
quested her maid to bring a towel. “This 
should be done in the bathroom ; it isn’t 
a drawing-room trick at all,” she remarked 
with a brave attempt at lightness. “Now, 
Jim, it’s your turn. Come on. Was that 
Ollie?” 


“Yes, dear,” he replied. “I told her to 
come right up.” 

Without any trace of reluctance, he sub- 
mitted his fingers to a freshly inked pad 
and watched with every evidence of interest 
while I gently pressed each finger-tip on 
its surface. In addition to this I took an 
imprint of the palm of the hand. 

W HEN it came Marie’s turn, however, 
the girl at first refused to have her 
prints taken. “You can't force me neither,” 
she said, angrily, in a low voice. “I haven’t 
done anything.” . 

“Now listen, my girl, if you are inno- 
cent why are you afraid of having your 
finger-prints taken? There’s enough cir- 
cumstantial evidence to hold you, though 
I don’t believe you had anything to do 
with the robbery. Will you have them 
printed here or down-town?” 

Sulkily, she came forward. Before I 
had a chance to touch her hand, she placed 
her fingers firmly on the sheet. From the 
way she did this I judged that it was not 
the first time, and when I looked at the 
impression, I was sure of it. She had 
attempted an old-timer’s trick : by com- 
pressing her finger-tips, she had smudged 
the print. It was, however, clear enough 
for my purpose and I refrained from 
comment. 

I am much interested in dactylography 
as discussed by Cesare Lombroso, and as 
I folded up the now-dried print of Mr. 
Borland’s palm, his words in Criminal Man 
recurred to me : “Long fingers are com- 
mon to swindlers, thieves and pickpockets. 
The lines on the palmar surfaces of the 
finger-tips are often of a simple nature.” 
Borland’s lines were exceptionally simple. 

“Has anyone left the suite since the 
diamond was missed?” I asked Mrs. Bor- 
land. 

“No one except Ollie,” she replied. “She 
and I made a thorough search of the bed- 
room, and at Marie’s own suggestion 
searched her and her room, before the 
masseuse left.” 

At this point the bell rang. T went to 
the door and admitted Mrs. Oliphant. She 
is a tall, strong, muscular woman ; her 
blonde hair is streaked with gray, for she 
is well along in her forties, hut her face 
is without a wrinkle. Her whole being 
exudes health and good nature. Broad- 
way beauties and Fifth Avenue Mayfairites 
keep her busy eight hours a day. She has 
a daughter at one of the smartest women’s 
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colleges and a son attending one of the 
large universities. 

“How d’ye do, Mr. Browne?” she greeted 
me heartily. “I’ve just come in for a 
minute or two and I’m glad to find you 
here.” 

“Spare us a little more time,” I begged 
her, after shaking hands, “I want you to 
help me make a thorough search of the 
premises.” 

“Sure I will.” she agreed gladly. “And 
how are you, now, dearie?” she continued, 
going up to Mrs. Borland, who was seated 
on the divan. “We’re just going to make 
another quick search of the place and then 
you’re going straight to bed. Everything’s 
going to be all right.” 

W ELL, we did make a thorough search 
of every nook and cranny ; in the 
folds of every piece of drapery ; through 
every article of wear in the place : under 
the carpets ; behind pictures ; every recep- 
tacle was emptied. Not even a quarter- 
carat stone could have escaped our scrutiny. 

But — on the lower frame of the transom 
I found a fine film of dust with a distinct 
impression of two hands, and on the glass 
knob of the bathroom door a set of finger- 
prints which did not correspond with any 
of those which I had taken. Both of these 
surfaces, Marie informed me, had been 
dusted earlier in the evening. 

It was nearly midnight when Mrs. Oli- 
phant and I took our departure. 

As we passed the floor clerk, who is a 
sort of deputy house-detective, I questioned 
her about visitors to that wing of the hotel. 
No one is permitted to pass her desk until 
she telephones the guest who is being called 
upon, and learns that the caller is expected. 

“Are these all suites on this floor?” I 
asked her. 

“Oh, no. sir,” she replied. “The Bor- 
lands have the only large suite in this 
wing. The rooms on both sides of them 
are single or doubles, with bath. They are 
very quiet people, though : one is occu- 
pied by a lady arid her daughter who are 
permanent guests and the one on the other 
end has an old man who came here last 
week. On the opposite side of the corri- 
dor, there are two small suites of parlor, 
bedroom and bath, and two single and two 
double rooms with baths : all tenanted by 
permanent guests for the season.” 

I thanked the girl for her information 
and joined Mrs. Oliphant at the elevator. 
The case certainly seemed like an inside 
job. But how had the thief managed to 
dispose of the ring? The Borland’s suite 
was on the fifteenth floor; it would have 
been imposible to have thrown the loot 
out of the window to a confederate. There 
was no space for concealment in the cor- 
ridor ; the walls were in paneled wood, 
the ceiling too high to reach, and the car- 
pets were nailed down. 

Over a midnight lunch. I discussed the 
matter with Mrs. Oliphant. 

“I know you are inclined to suspect Jim 
Borland.” she said, regarding me quiz- 
zically out of her wise gray eyes, “but I 
think you are wrong. Why should he take 
the engagement ring his wife is so crazy 
over, when there were other jewels there? 
You are going to investigate him and find 
out that he was pretty wild before he mar- 
ried, and that last summer when his wife 
was in Deauville, he was chasing around 
with a very gay set. But you can’t blame 
the man ! You know it’s a pretty hard job, 


being married to a woman who is superior 
to you socially and financially. Jim told 
me once that he loved his wife more than 
any woman he had ever met, but that there 
were times when he felt like a worm. 
When they live in their Fifth Avenue 
home, the best he can do is to supply the 
place with flowers.” 

“Y/ES,” I conceded, “it must be a pretty 

1 tough position. But,” I suggested, 
“you know I have an idea that Mrs. Bor- 
land suspects her husband.” 

“No, she doesn’t,” Mrs. Oliphant snapped 
me up quickly. “She is always on the de- 
fensive, though. Some cat wrote her a 
letter when she was abroad giving her an 
earful of hubby’s goings-on, and she came 
right back home. That ring that Jim gave 
her cost every cent of his capital, and he 
really works like a dog down-town. Some- 
times he is pretty hard up, but his wife 
believes it is for his own good to make 
him work, thought she often thinks it would 
be easier if she just settled so much on 
him, tied up so that he couldn’t speculate 
with it, and then have him travel about 
with her all the time. I wouldn’t tell you 
all this, but I want you to see Jim’s side 
fairly.” 

After we had finished our wheat cakes 
and coffee, I saw Mrs. Oliphant to her 
home. Before returning to my hotel I 
sent a long cable to our Paris agents, re- 
questing full information regarding the 
man from whom Borland claimed to have 
purchased the diamond, and any gossip 
which might be useful, in connection with 
the transaction. 

I called up Hansen and had him station 
two men at the entrances of the St. John 
to shadow the maid Marie. Then, I called 
it a day and went home. 

The following day I sent the maid’s 
finger-prints to the Bureau at Headquar- 
ters, asking if she were listed. It would 
be a day or so before I could hear from 
Paris. 

I had two definite suspects: Mr. Bor- 
land and the maid Marie. The man’s mo- 
tive — need of cash ; the girl’s — to aid some 
criminal friend. 

Yet, why was Mrs. Borland’s engage- 
ment ring stolen when there were other 
jewels there? Borland knew the attach- 
ment his wife had for the ring. No pro- 
fessional jewel thief would be likely to 
steal a conspicuous gem like the missing 
diamond, when there were other pickings 
which would be much more easily disposed 
of. 

If it was an outside job. how did the 
thief know just when and where the jewel 
could be obtained? 

Who made those hand smudges on the 
transom frame? 

The door into the outer corridor was 
closed, locking automatically ; the lock had 
not been tampered with in any way : there- 
fore, whoever entered must have possessed 
a key, or have been admitted by some one 
inside. 

T HE most obvious suspect was, natu- 
rally, the maid. We had only her word 
for it that some mysterious stranger had 
calmly entered Mrs. Borland’s bedroom, 
closed the bathroom door and leisurely 
stolen the valuable gem. 

Borland was a well-known figure in Wall 
Street. This doesn’t mean that he was 
one of the big guns, though he was con- 
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hat the modem bathing 
costume exposes — De 
Miracle beautifies! For more 
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this liquid that quickly and 
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the surface of the skin. 
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nected with a large, first-rate firm. He 
was known as a plunger, according to 
men who were thoroughly acquainted with 
all the inside gossip of the Exchange, and 
had made and lost large sums since his 
marriage three years before. I know many 
of the men in that district and easily ob- 
tained all the information I needed. 

What I learned, however, exonerated 
rather than implicated him in the robbery. 
It appeared that Borland had been des- 
perately hard up for months before and 
had been threatened with dismissal by his 
employers. However, a week before the 
theft, he had made a big killing and had 
cleared $150,000. 

There was one reason I could think of 
why Borland might have taken the ring. 
His wife had told him that she was going 
to have it set in platinum, and he had de- 
murred, saying that the old-world gold set- 
ting was more appropriate. When she 
insisted, he promised to have it reset for 
her birthday and wanted to pick out the 
design himself. However, here, too, she 
had protested that she wanted to take the 
ring to the jeweler herself and have it 
done. The upshot of the argument had 
been that Borland had arranged to take 
his wife to an artist he knew who made a 
specialty of unique designs and they had 
planned to go the day following the rob- 
bery. 

“Why was the ring stolen the evening 
before?” I asked myself aloud, as I often 
do when seeking motives of suspects. And, 
my busy little subconscious chirped up, 
joyfully : “Because the diamond was 

phony! Borland didn’t dare have it sub- 
mitted to the examination of an expert !” 

“Had Borland given his wife an imita- 
tion diamond as an engagement ring? Of 
course not. The Customs House apprais- 
ers would have given the show away in the 
first place, and the jewelers who cleaned 
Mrs. Borland’s jewels would have advised 
her of the substitution.” 

I remembered Borland’s hesitation in 
mentioning the name of the firm which had 
cleaned the diamond and decided to pay 
them a visit. 

S ENDING in my card, I requested an 
interview with the head of the firm. To 
him I put the question : “Had his firm 
made a duplicate of Mrs. Borland’s ring, 
and if so, who had ordered it?” 

At first, he refused to answer, but after 
I had convinced him that I was working 
in the interests of one of his best custom- 
ers, he told me that Borland had brought 
the ring in to be cleaned and had paid 
him $350 to make an exact duplicate. 
There was nothing out of the ordinary in 
the transaction, as many women wear paste 
duplicates of their precious g£ms. After 
obtaining his promise to keep our talk con- 
fidential, I left. 

Did Mrs. Borland know of the paste 
duplicate? It was possible, and without 
arousing any unpleasant suspicions in her 
mind there would be little difficulty in dis- 
covering this in my next interview with 
her. 

However, before calling upon her, I paid 
a short visit to my friends at Police Head- 
quarters and obtained the identification of 
Marie’s finger-prints. Three years before 
she had been arrested in the company of 
a notorious crook. As no definite connec- 
tion with any crime could be proven 


against her, she had been placed in a home 
for delinquent girls, and her “gentleman 
friend” had been sent to Sing Sing. She 
had been released on probation, and had 
been reporting regularly to the officer who 
had her in charge. This woman, who has 
had over twenty years’ experience in the 
work, after listening to my account of 
Marie’s connection with the diamond theft, 
declared that she believed the girl innocent. 
She had kept a close watch on her, knew 
exactly where she spent her free hours, and 
was certain that she was really going 
straight. 

When I reached my office I learned that 
Mrs. Borland had called me up and left 
word that I was to get in immediate touch 
with her on my arrival. 

As her hotel was quite near, instead of 
telephoning, I jumped into a cab and within 
a few minutes I was soaring in the ele- 
vator of the St. John. 

Leaving the car, I ran into a tall, slender 
old man who was waiting with a luggage- 
burdened bell-boy a few steps away. 

Murmuring apologies, I happened to 
glance at his face. For a moment I stood 
stunned. The body was the body of an old 
man, but the eyes that flashed into mine 
for an instant were bright as a sparrow’s 
and hard as stone; the left eyelid drooped 
lower than the right, and a small white 
scar appeared on the upper lip. 

“Hayden, by all that’s holy.” I muttered 
to myself. “What on earth was he doing 
there?” He was one of the cleverest young 
detectives I knew. 

LIE might be on a case, so naturally I 
1 * didn’t give him away, though I knew 
he knew I had recognized him. I hadn’t 
seen him since he had enlisted in the 
A. E. F. and even through the disguise, I 
realized he had changed greatly. However, 
that lame eyelid and scar were trophies of 
a scrap he had had in making an arrest 
while in my employ some years before. 

I walked on past the Borlands’ suite and 
found the door of the room on the farther 
side open, just as I expected. “So, Hayden 
was the transient old man of whom the 
night floor clerk had spoken,” I solilo- 
quized. 

I hated to consider for a moment that 
my old employee was mixed up in some- 
thing crooked, but the clerk had described 
the other guests in that wing as quiet, con- 
servative people and I couldn’t imagine 
what might have brought him there. 

Although I had been only two days on 
the case, I knew that Mrs. Borland would 
be expecting a report of definite advance- 
ment. And, with the exception of the dis- 
covery of the identity of her neighbor, I 
was practically no further along than I 
had been when I started. Borland and 
Marie were still under suspicion, but I had 
learned nothing which I hadn’t surmised 
when I cross-examined them. Until I re- 
ceived the requested information from 
Paris, I didn’t expect to make any startling 
discoveries. 

“Mr. Browne, I want you to publish the 
offer of a reward of fifteen thousand dol- 
lars for the recovery of the ring,” my 
client exclaimed, after the barest of greet- 
ings. “You know how to word it, ‘no 
questions asked.’ and that sort of thing.” 

“If you will just be patient for a little 
while, Mrs. Borland, I am sure we will 
recover the ring without rewarding the 
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crooks,” I said. ‘‘It is an unusual case, 
and I am sure it is going to have an un- 
usual ending.” 

“Have you learned anything?” she asked 
eagerly. 

“Not yet ” I began, when rising to 

her feet abruptly, she crossed to a side 
table, opened a box, selected a cigarette, 
tapped it nervously on the back of her 
hand, and, without lighting it, resumed her 
seat. Her action silenced me more effec- 
tively than words. There was really noth- 
ing for me to say. 

“By the way, did you have a paste dupli- 
cate of the missing ring?” 1 asked. 

“Yes. Why? ” she exclaimed, leaning 
forward eagerly. 

"Well — I would like to see it,” I said. 

“I haven’t it,” she said shortly. “My 
husband had one made for me, but I loved 
wearing the original. The imitation one is 
in the vault,” she added with the shade of 
an impish grin, which reminded me of the 
high-spirited, fun-loving little deb I had 
known years before. “I’m going to get it 
out to-night, though, and Jim has promised 
to buy me another ring if the missing one 
doesn’t turn up.” 

“Well, wait just a little longer before 
offering a reward,” I suggested, rising to 
go. “I have some information I can’t give 
you yet. but just trust me, won’t you? I 
will work on the case night and day. If 
you hear anything call my hotel, and they 
will have word where you can reach me if 
I'm not in.” 

N O first-class detective likes to recover 
jewels through offering a reward to 
the crooks who stole them, but when clients 
are impatient and insist on taking matters 
into their own hands, what can you do 
about it? 

I didn’t see how I could force matters 
unless Lady Luck took a hand. She did, 
that evening. I was visiting a friend, play- 
ing poker with the bunch, in fact, when 
the maid came in and told me someone 
wanted me on the phone. 

There were protests from the other 
players and a bit of chaff. When at last 
I reached the hall and grabbed the receiver, 
Central informed me with maddening 
sweetness: “Sorry, party has hung up.” 
The girl at our switchboard had been 
given instructions to give the location of 
my whereabouts to no one but Mrs. Bor- 
land or Hansen. I tried Hansen first : he 
had not called. Next I called the Borland 
suite — Mrs. Borland was not at home. 

If it was important, I consoled myself, 
the party would call again. Just as I was 
about to re-enter the room where we had 
been playing, the bell rang again. I an- 
swered it myself. 

“This is Mrs. Borland,” an impatient 
voice greeted me. “Your line has been 
busy for the last fifteen minutes — or has 
it? Central said so; and if it wasn’t I’m 
going to send a complaint in. Please ask 
Mr. Browne to come to the phone.” 

As soon as I could get a word in, I 
assured her that in this instance Central 
had been innocent, and explained how I 
had been trying to trace a call which had 
come in for me. 

“That was probably my call,” she an- 
swered. “I thought your end had cut off, 
you were so slow in getting to the phone. 

“I am sure I saw my ring on the hand 
of a girl dancing in the Ambassador Caba- 
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ret about half an hour ago! She was with 
a tall, slender man who had odd droopy 
eyes. I called Jim’s attention to the ring 
and wanted him to have somebody arrest 
them on suspicion, but he wouldn’t do it. 
Then I came out here and called you up. 
When you didn’t answer, I went back into 
the Cabaret and found they had left. I am 
certain that was my ring. It is cut in a 
very odd shape, as I described to you. 
Can’t you trace those people? They can’t 
be far from here. The girl is red-haired — 
flaming red — and she has brown eyes.” 

I promised to do my best, but as she 
described the man I had a sickening feeling 
that he was Hayden, the detective I’d seen 
in the disguise of an old man. How could 
Hayden have known about the location of 
the jewel case and just when the diamond 
was going to be placed there? If Hayden 
wanted to steal jewels, why had he chosen 
one so difficult to dispose of as this large 
registered gem? 

T ERSELY, I explained to my host that 
I would have to leave immediately. I 
made the rounds of all the cabarets, which 
fringe Broadway, Fifth and Park Avenues, 
without coming across the couple. 

As a last resort, I decided to visit an 
old hang-out of Hayden’s, a place never 
visited by the uninitiated public, but very 
popular with its habitues. It is hidden 
away on the second floor back of an old- 
fashioned brownstone front in the Forties 
between Seventh and Eighth Avenues. 
Good music, good food, good liquor and 
good fellowship were offered here for 
twenty years before Buckner came along 
recently and padlocked its doors. 

There, sure enough, T found Hayden and 
his fiery redhead. To the raucous strains 
of a colored orchestra, they were gliding 
through a dance. 

T waited until they were seated. So en- 
grossed were they with each other that 
neither noticed me until I spoke Hayden’s 
name. He sprang to his feet. 

“Hello. Browne,” he exclaimed famil- 
iarly, “I half expected you would look me 
up.” 

With a rather hollow’ bravado, he intro- 
duced me to his companion. On her finger 
sparkled the ring which had attracted Mrs. 
Borland’s attention. 

“May I examine that ring, Miss Adler?” 
I asked her. 

She glanced inquiringly at her escort. 
“You may not!” he answered for her. 
"Why the devil should she show* you that 
ring?” 

“You know darn well why!” I retorted. 
“That is the ring that was stolen from 
the Borland’s suite in the St. John two 
days ago.” 

"Is that right, Al?” the girl demanded, 
her eyes large with fright. 

“No!” he said sharply. 

“Well, will you come up to the St. John 
and let Mrs. Borland examine it?” I asked. 
He hesitated. 

“I am positive that is the ring, and if 
you won’t come along I’ll be obliged to 
have the young lady arrested for having 
stolen property in her possession,” I 
threatened. 

“All right, we’ll go along,” he agreed, 
“but first you’d better call up Borland and 
tell him we’re coming,” he added grimly. 
Mrs. Borland had told me that she 
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Y OU see her wherever smart society 
congregates. Instantly her regal love- 
liness captures your eye. You silently 
acclaim her radiant beauty. It is perfection! 
Cool . . . majestic ... a true American 
princess • • • 
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elusive OPAL HUES. These rare, precious, cleverly 
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VACUUM 

CLEANERS 



SPECIALS for LIMITED TIME 
DOWN. BALANCE $5 
* MONTHLY, many Cleaners 
' listed below and others. 

Nobody Knows Your Business 

because you make your pay- 
ments by mail. No shopping 
around town. No after regrets 
— because from us you can buy practi- 
cally every vacuum cleaner on the market. 

All Brand New Latest Models 
Vacuum Cleaners shipped anywhere on 
free trial ; express paid. After trial 
send S3 first payment or return cleaner. 
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—direct from Mill. We ship you the goods and / 
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doing now— if you want to make more money, 
all or spare time — write at once for this new 

P lan and complete particulars. How to start 
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WORLD’S STAR KNITTING CO. 
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you decide to buy. Send now for beautiful free 
literature. A postal brings liberal proposition. 


Buescher Band Instrument Co. 4,1 
1469 Buaschar Block Elkhart, ladiaaa 



would go straight back to her hotel and 
wait for my report there. 

I got her on the phone and told her that 
we were about to start up-town. The girl 
had handed me the ring, and I described it 
exactly to her. Inside were the initials 
M. B. and J. B. and the date of her engage- 
ment. 

“Yes, that’s it. I was sure it was. 
Hurry up here as soon as you can and I’ll 
have a check ready for you!” 

N OT much was said on the journey up- 
town. I couldn’t make Hayden out at 
all. He had been such a decent sort of 
chap and I would have banked my last chip 
on his honor. 

When we reached the St. John, I ex- 
pected to find that Mrs. Borland had left 
word for us to go right up. Instead, I 
found a request for us to wait until she 
sent down further word. 

For over half an hour we sat around 
the lobby, before the message came. 

Mrs. Borland opened the door for us 
herself. There was something dead about 
the way she received us. All the joy and 
enthusiasm which had rung over the wire 
had been battered out. 

“Please come into the drawing-room,” 
she directed. “I’m sorry to have kept you 
waiting. Now where is this ring?” 

I silently handed it over. I think all 
three of us felt as if we were attending a 
funeral. 

Mrs. Borland made a pretense of exam- 
ining the bauble. The stone flashed mock- 
ingly with myriad, ever-changing fires, as 
it reflected and threw off the light from its 
surface. 

“That is not my ring,” she said at last, 
quietly but positively. 

“But it has all the identification 
marks ” 

“That is not my ring,” Mrs. Borland re- 
peated coldly. “Good night. I am sorry 
to have put you to this trouble,” she mur- 
mured politely to the girl, and then added, 
turning to me : “Will you please go now. 
I’ll call you up to-morrow. Do nothing 
until you hear from me further.” 

I am sure that Miss Adler was as much 
surprised as I was at our reception and its 
termination: and I was equally sure that 
Hayden was not. 

We hadn't seen Borland, but as we passed 
down the hall, I heard him moving about 
in his bedroom. 

“What’s the answer to the riddle?” I 
asked Hayden when the three of us stood 
on the sidewalk before parting. 

“Sorry, old man,” he answered, giving 
me a peculiar look, “but it’s — all right.” 
For an instant he paused. Uncertainly, 
he held out his hand, while the girl watched 
us sharply. “Some time you may learn the 
details ; but probably you won’t. Take my 
word for it, though, your case ends right 
here.” 

I would give Hayden the benefit of the 
doubt, so, shaking his hand, I shrugged 
my shoulders and bade him and Miss 
Adler good night. 

N EXT morning, shortly after I was 
awake, Mrs. Borland called me on the 
phone and requested me to send my bill and 
discontinue my work on the case. 

I might never have learned the expla- 
nation had I not send that cable to Paris. 


A week later, I received a long report 
from our French agent with full details. 

Borland had purchased the ring from a 
certain dealer in gems who was really a 
high-grade fence, paying $1,000 down and 
giving his notes for the balance. This 
was to be paid as soon as he married the 
wealthy divorcee ; should the marriage not 
come off, he was to return the ring. The 
marriage came off all right, but the hus- 
band was as poorly off financially as he 
had been when he was single. 

The best Borland had been able to do 
was to send five thousand dollars, which 
served as a sop for a year. However, he 
had made the mistake of remarking upon 
receipt of a dunning letter, that the French 
crook wouldn’t dare sue him for the re- 
mainder. His friends knew how the ring 
had been purchased, and they backeo him 
up in this decision. 

Somehow — just exactly how our agent 
couldn’t discover — news of this had drifted 
to Paris, and the fence had retorted by 
sending Hayden over to obtain the ring for 
the full-owing balance. The alternative 
was exposure of Borland’s letter in which 
he promised to pay for the ring as soon 
as his marriage to the wealthy countess 
was accomplished. 

Armed with this information, I paid a 
visit to Hayden and asked him how he had 
come to be mixed up in the affair. 

“I was working in the Paris branch of a 
New York agency and the Delvaille fellow 
gave them the commission to bring back 
the ring. I didn’t know the details. When 
Borland explained them to me, I suggested 
his having the duplicate made and making 
the substitution since the man wouldn’t give 
him more time. He did, and sent the real 
ring hack to Paris. Mrs. Borland thought 
the substitute was in the vault, but she 
was wearing it. 

“Borland was to trust to luck to make 
a big strike and buy the diamond back. 
Well, he made his cleaning, $150,000 on 
stock exchange. I sent the money over to 
Delvaille and the ring is on its way back 
to Borland now. But it was just his rotten 
luck to get the ‘necessary’ together just at 
the time Mrs. Borland decided to have the 
diamond reset in platinum. Borland knew 
she’d find out she had a phoney ring.” 

“So you had to steal that, too?” I sug- 
gested. 

“Exactly,” Hayden acknowledged, cheer- 
fully. “We planned a perfect crime. I 
engaged the room next door to the Borland 
drawing-room ; I got the cue that the way 
was clear and the ring in the before- 
designated place, when Borland whistled a 
certain tune. He had left the outer door 
off the latch. I walked in; chinned myself 
up to the open transom; saw the maid 
bending over the bathtub ; closed the door 
on her until I helped myself to the ring 
and then walked out. 

“Borland told me I could keep the sub- 
stitute — he never wanted to see it again. 
That’s how Miss Adler happened to have 
it on. I gave it to her. 

“Now you understand why it can never 
he told.” 

Three weeks later I received a large 
check from Mrs. Borland with thanks for 
my services. 

From Mrs. Oliphant I received the news 
that the Borlands had started out on a 
second honeymoon. 
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In solved Musleries 




The Problem of the Spanish Shawl 

Here Is a Chance to Show What Kind of Detective You Are 


I F you ever go to Cuba, don’t make the 
mistake of trying to test the ability of 
the Customs authorities. If you have duti- 
able merchandise, declare it and avoid 
trouble, for mighty few articles get by the 
argus-eyed representatives of the law. 

One case that came to light a few years 
ago still is an unsolved mystery in the 
mind of Inspector Peterson (now retired). 
The Inspector was 
in the shop of 
Sehor Natchez one 
night in Havana. 

He saw a woman, 
whom he knew as 
Mrs. Burke, pur- 
chase half-a-dozen 
Spanish shawls. 

She paid $400 
apiece for them. 

The purchase reg- 
istered itself on 
Inspector Peter- 
son’s mind because 
it was made the 
day Mrs. Burke 
was scheduled to 
sail for New York 
and because In- 
spector Peterson 
knew that those shawls were bound to 
come to his notice in his official capacity 
at the time of sailing. One hundred dol- 
lars in purchases is all the law allows 
American visitors to Cuba, so that here 
was represented $2,300 worth of dutiable 
merchandise — unless Mrs. Burke should 
deliberately try to evade the law. 

Inspector Peterson was surprised the 
following day, upon looking over Mrs. 
Burke’s declaration, to find that the shawls 
were not listed. His suspicions aroused, 
he searched Mrs. Burke’s trunks and bags 
thoroughly. The shawls were not brought 
to light. Thinking that possibly Mrs. 
Burke had forwarded the shawls by 
freight, he dismissed the matter from his 
mind, knowing that the shawls so shipped 
would be declared anyway and the Gov- 
ernment would not lose. 

Inspector Peterson puzzled his mind to 
find out why .Mrs. Burke should purchase 
six shawls. One would be sufficient for 
her use for several seasons, as the shawls 
were a splendid quality and of high pur- 
chase j)rice. He made up his mind that 
the answer lay in Mrs. Burke’s generosity 
with her friends. 


Mrs. Burke was a widow. She traveled, 
however, with two maids. One of the maids 
acted suspiciously when going through the 
Customs inspection and the apparent upset 
and nervousness of the maid was not lost 
on the Inspector. He went through her 
belongings and found nothing wrong. 
Tempted to search the person of the maid, 
he was about to order this done when a 
fracas on deck 
drew his attention 
elsewhere. The 
search never was 
made. (It is hardly 
probable that half- 
a-dozen shawls of 
the size and heavy 
texture of a good 
Spanish shawl 
could be so folded 
or draped about the 
person of this maid 
that they would 
not be apparent.) 

Mrs. Burke lived 
in Miami. Peter- 
son’s f a m i 1 y was 
in Mia m i also. 
This, by the way, 
is how Peterson 
knew Mrs. Burke, at least by sight. Peter- 
son's natural curiosity aroused, he directed 
his son, an intelligent boy of nineteen, to 
do a little sleuthing about the Burke estate 
and find out if Mrs. Burke wore or dis- 
played a new Spanish shawl. This line 
of inquiry failed, showing to Peterson’s 
satisfaction that the shawls purchased by 
Mrs. Burke had not been forwarded to 
her home by express. 

About six weeks after the incident of 
the purchase, Peterson had occasion to be 
in the shop of Senor Natchez once again 
and he inquired of the Senor if a purchase 
of half-a-dozen Spanish shawls was an 
ordinary thing. 

“Quite the contrary,” was the reply Pe- 
terson received. And the unusualness of 
the sale caused the fact to be registered on 
the mind of Senor Natchez also. 

Peterson began to think that a new 
method of smuggling was afoot that he 
knew nothing about. Once this idea en- 
tered his mind, he set himself to work on 
this case unceasingly to locate this half-a- 
dozen shawls and find out how they entered 
the States. Still another two months went 
by without developments. Then Inspector 


T rue detective mysteries 

Magazine is offering its readers 
an opportunity to show what 
clever detectives they can be. In 
each issue we propose to state the facts 
of an unsolved crime, taken from rec- 
ords of police departments throughout 
the country. We offer awards of $15, 
$10 and $5 for the best three letters 
showing, in the opinion of the judges 
in charge of this department, that the 
readers displayed greatest ingenuity 
in arriving at a solution of each of 
these crime mysteries. We are con- 
cerned with: Who is guilty? How 
was the crime committed? What was 
the motive? — as the case may be. 

Go to it now, and show how cleverly 
you would handle the following case, 
if you were the detective assigned to 
clear it up. 



the materials for a complete 
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facturer and save four profits, on the 
lumber, miCIwork, hardwareand labor. 
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PORTA6LE. Many styles of year ’round dwell- 
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Write nearest mill today for FREE Money- 
Savins Catalog No. 1256. 
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DIMPLES 

can be yours 

Improve Your Beauty 100% 

A new French Discovery that 
Is being used by the leading 
beauty specialists of Paris. It 
is a simple, harmless, easily 
used device that quickly pro- 
duces fascinating dimples. 
Guaranteed absolutely harmless. 

Pr H JTbu Car T I " fo , r h*r appearance sh< old hnvr this 
« r dimples w ill sdd greatly Co her attractions 
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RING WATCH 


Gorgeously St ud- 

blyCN Wat cf. Ring 

- set with 14 bril- 

liant sparkling Reproduction Dia- 
monds. Rich engraved IMatinum 
effect. Blua synthetic Sapphire 
Crown Jewel. Secret mirror and 

rouge compact under d at. This re- 
markable Watch Kin* Riven for eelling 
only 12 larico bottles of our Liquid 
Perfume at 15c a bottle. Write today. 


COLUMBIA NOVELTY CO. 
Dept. T-86 East Boston, Mass. 


AW omans Success 

You Can Equal 

Make Money This Easy Way 

Here is the easiest, most delightful 
way for you to make money. Represent 
us on our great new plan for selling 
Luzette combinations, brassieres ana 
reducing garments. We train you free. 

No experience necessary. Sales are 
made from catalogues just a9 in mail 
order. You just send in orders. Your 
profits big. Miss Glimpse made $14.60 
in 3 hours. Mrs. Pfeiffer made $40.36 
and Miss Irvington $54.00 each in only 
4 days. $15 and up daily made by 
Luzette representatives. 

Your Garment FREE 

According to our plan. A real figu 
molding garment. Perfect comfoi 
Beautifully made. Sold forless than ' 
ordinary store garments. Women justoverjoyed. Get appoint- 
ment :for your locality. Write today for full information. 
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Play Real Music 
in 10 Minutes 
on the Hohner 
Harmonica 

S EE how easy it 
is! Take your 
instruction book — 
you can obtain one 
for the asking — read 
the simple direc- 
tions and look at 
the pictures. Then 
take your Harmonica, hold it as shown, 
place it to the mouth and blow — draw, 
blow — draw. In ten minutes you will have 
mastered the scale — and “when you can play 
the scale you can play all”. 

If you want to enjoy the satisfaction and popu- 
larity that comes to those who play the har- 
monica, get a Hohner today— 50c up at all 
dealers — and ask for the Free Instruction 
Book. If your dealer is out of copies write M. 
Hohner, Inc., Dept. 158, 114 East 16thSt.,N.Y. 


HOHNER 

Harmonicas 



AGENTS 5 1 1 DAI LY' ~ ADVANCE 


Easy — Demonstrating and writing orders 
for NEW STYLE GUARANTEED 
HOSIERY for Men. Women, Children. 
Must wear or replaced free. All the la- 
test novelties and colors In eotton. lisle, 
chiffon, silks. In spare or full time anyone 
— anywhere — should easily make from 

$30.00 TO $90.00 PER WEEK 

You simply write orders — We deliver and 
collect (or If you prefer to deliver yourself, 
wc give you 30 days credit on your orders). 



WE TEACH YOU HOW 

# to Introduce Macochec Hosiery. We fur- 
nish samples and full working outfit. No matter what 
you are doing now. send for full particulars and proof 
of profits. Send no money. It's FREE. 
IVIAC-O-CHEE CO. Card 6376, Clnncinati, O. 



Prepare Fora 
Stage Career 
Right at home 

NED WAYBURN Will Show You How 

If you long for a career on the stage here is your 
chance to study under Ned Wayburn’s personal 
direction — and prepare yourself for big success — 
right in your own home. 

Mr. Wayburn’s Home Study Course covers every 
type of dancing. So simple and easy that even 
children can grasp it readily. Exactly the same 
method that is in use at Mr. Wayburn’s famous New 
York Studios — the same method that has helped up 
the ladder of fame Evelyn Law. Ann Pennington , 
Marilyn Miller, Fred and A dele Astaire , Oscar 
Shaw and scores of other stage stars. 

Send at once for Mr. Wayburn’s new illustrated 
free booklet 27, which describes his marvelous 
Ho me Study Course in detail. Write today. 

NED WAVBURN 

Studios or Stage Dancing Inc. 

1841 Broadway. (Entr. on 60tli St.) Studio 27, At 
Columbus Circle, New York, Open all year 'round 
9 A.M. to 10 P.M. Except Sundays (Closed Saturdays 
at 6 P.M.) Phone Columbus 3500 


True Detective Mysteries 

Peterson, again in the shop of Senor Nat- 
chez, learned a startling thing. 

The Senor had been to the States for 
a brief vacation. At a vaudeville theater 
in Charleston the Senor saw an act com- 
posed of six dancing girls. The finale 
of the act was a Spanish dance. Each 
of the dancers wore a Spanish shawl. The 
Senor’s natural interest in shawls was 
aroused. Giving the girls close scrutiny 
from his seat in the third row of the 
orchestra pit, and during the twirl and 
swirl of the dance, he noticed his own 
salesman’s label on three of the six shawls! 
He was convinced beyond a doubt that 
these were the shawls purchased hv Mrs. 
Burke. 

Peterson started on a new line of in- 
vestigation. Was M~s. Burke the “owner” 
of the dancing act? Was one of her 
friends or relatives one of the half-dozen 
girls? What other interest had she in that 
vaudeville act? A thorough job of detec- 
tive work failed to produce any connec- 
tion between Mrs. Burke and the dancing 
girls. 


To this day the problem of how those 
shawls came into the United States — and 
even greater, Mrs. Burke’s motive for the 
purchase — remains unsolved. 

For a while Peterson doubted his own 
identification of Mrs. Burke the night he was 
in the shop and saw the shawls sold. But 
an identification of the purchaser by Senor 
Natchez himself convinced Peterson that 
Mrs. Burke and no double of hers bought 
the shawls. 

Here is a problem to challenge your abil- 
ity. Someone will collect the awards for 
the solution to this problem. Why not you? 

Send us your opinion. Letters should not 
be more than three hundred words in 
length. Address your letter to JUDGES 
OF AWARD, “Unsolved Mysteries,” in 
care of Trie Detective Mysteries, 1926 
Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Letters must be received on or before 
June 30, 1926, to be considered. In case 
two or more letters are tied for any of 
the three awards, such award will be made 
to each contributor in the tie. Send your 
solution now! 


There were times 
when Watson had 
premonitions of 
disaster at the end 
of the crime trail 



issue 


HOW I CAPTURED “BLUEBEARD WATSON’’ 

by the Detective Who Handled the Case 


WATSON’S OWN ACCOUNT OF HIS CAPTURE 
and How He Cheated the Gallows 
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LUMINOUS PAINTi 


Make Your Watches, Clocks, Etc., 

Visible* hv Nicrht Tory dlMOT«rr in the 

WISIWie oy nigni ecientifie world. Hitherto, prac- 

... tlcally unobtainable except at an exorbitant price, we have at laat 
--- teeflad in pnxlucing this remarkable LUMINOUS FAINT, which, applied to 
•he aurfaco of any article, emit, raya of white light, rendering it perfectly vleible 
In the dark. THE DARKER THE NIQMT, THE MORE BRILLIANT IT SHINES. Quite 
Simple to nae. Anyone — you can do it. A little applied to the dial of your 
watch or clock will enable yoo to tell the time'.by night. You can coat thepunb 
buttons or awiteh plates of your electric lights, match boxes, and innumerable 
•ther article# ; make your own Luminous Cruciftxee. Luminous Roaariea, etc. 
Bottle containing sufficient to coat several small articles. Price 25#. Larger 
•iseeOOeandSI postpaid. Johnson Smith * Co., Dep«.S30,ftacme. Wis. 

Microphone Transmitter Button 




You can easily make a highly sensitive deteetophon# by 
using this Transmitter Button to collect the sound waves. 
You can build your own outfit without buying expeivive 
•quipn rnt. It u simple and inexpensive. You can install 
an outfit in your homo and bsar conversations being held all 
over the house. You can connect up different rooms of a 
hotel. This outfit waa used by aecrat service operatives d--r- 
mc the war. It is being used on tha stags. It is ultra- sensi- 
tive and is tha greatest invention in micro-phones. You can 
mount the button almost anywhere — curd board boxes, stova 
pipes, stiff calendars, on the wall behind a picture frame, etc. 
Button is ao lisht and amall it cannot be detected. Persona 
can bo overheard without suspecting it. You can listen in on 
conversations in another room. A dr*f person in the audience 
can bear tha. speaker. Connected to phonograph, piano or 
other musical instrument, musio can be beard hundreds of 
feet away. Button may be used to renew telephone trans- 
mitter*: often makes an old line “talk-up” when nothing 
else will. The ideal microphone for radio uae; carries heavy 
current and ia extremely nensitive. Amplifies radio signals. Counties# other similar 
uses will auggest themselves. Ex perimenter* find the Button useful for hundred* of 
aiperimente along the line* of telephone*, amplifiers, loud apeakert. etc. Many fanrL 
nating stunts may be devised, such as boldine the button against the throat or chest 
to reproduce speech without sound waves. $. r > oo is given to anyone who sends in a 
now suggestion for the use of the Button providing the manufacturers find it suitable 
for uae in their literature. PRICE *1.00 POSTPAID ANYWHERE. 

JOHNSON SMITH & CO., Dept. 536, Racine, Was. 


Female 



Ma I® SEX INDICATOR 

Hold the MAGIC INDICATOR 
,over a man’e hand — instantly it 

-night line. back. 

ird. Hold It over 
land it describes 
nplete and continuous circle, 
same action can be obtained 
a letter written by a man or 


or 

8rop£c3 

A um .~ — r room t 
people 
kEt OB cause mo 
WWJ *W\ sternation 
%4J $ limburger 
W The etn< 


INVISIBLE INK 

The most confidential . 


_ua ins, fori 

the writing MAKES HO 

, Cam * 


inot be . 

unless you know the ae- 
cret. Invaluable for many 
reasons . Keep your poet- 
els and other private mem- 
orandum* away from prying 

p nc o cM jo& 6 i« only ooitlt 




pinaUn« baffling. We>vc never boon able to figure out 
ye never eoen it fall. Many novel and entertaining feats 
__ _ie performed with the Sex Indicator. For example, similar results can be 
ohtainod with animals, cats, dogs, rabbits, over birds, chickens, canaries, etc. 
Also usod to predetermine the sex of chickens and birds, etc. , in fact it ia sold as 
a patented egg tester in Europo. Price 25c, or 3 for 65c. DOStoaid. 

ANARCHIST BOMBS 

One of these 

vials 
In a 
room full of 
people will 
cause more con- 
sternation than a 
limburger cheese. 

The smell en- 
tirely disappears In a short time. 

10c • Box, 3 Boxes for 25c 

MIDCET BIBLE 

GREAT CURIOSITY 

6mallest Bible In the world. Size of a 
postage stamp. 200 Pages. Said to 
bring good luck to the owner. A gen- 
uine work of art. Must be seen to be 
ippreclated. Make good money selling 
them to friends, church acquaintances, 

itc. PRICE 18c each. 3 for 40c, 12 

tor $1.35, lOO for $7.50. Also obtainable In Leather Binding, 
with gold edges. Prico 50c each, 3 for $1.25, $4.50 per tfoz. 
Magnifying Olaso for use with Midget Bible, 15c. 


Everything about the Ku Klux Klan told In a 
clear, fearless manner. Book tella all— Iiow It 
started and waa suppressed In 1R71— The NcwKu 
Klux Klan — llow organized — How members are 
enrolled— Oath of the Klan — Questions for Can- 
didates — Creed — Objects of the Order — Obedience 
—Fidelity— Pledge of Loyalty— Ku Klux Klan 
___ and the Masons— The Jews — The Masons — Real 
J. Oath — The Negro Ku Klux Klan, etc.; etc. Latest and moat 
Complete book on the Klan published. Price, 35c, postpaid. 

MAGICIAN’S OUTFIT 

Apparatus and Directions for a Number 
of Mysterious Tricks Enough for an 
Entire Evening’s Entertainment 
ANYONE CAN DO THEM “ “ 

It la crest fun mystify ins your f riends. Get 
this Conjuror's Cabinet, and you will be tbs 
eWverest fellow in your district. It contains 
tbs apparatus for seven fir-urate trioka. in- 
cluding The Disappearing Koae, that, when 
placed on the lapoi of your eoat, vanishes fromi 
sight at will: the Mn.ic Vaae and Ball Trick 
(a Wooden Ball ia placed inaidc, and upon re-' 



placing lbs lid has disappeared and ia found 
In someone elao'e pocket); Tbs Mogio_Na 



, , ... „ . — V _ 4V4 placed in an envelops and when 

open.an entirely different card altogether ia found); Tbs Disappearing 6>in Box a 
coin ia placed in the little wtx.den barrel, and, whsn opened again, ia found to have 
vanished entirely, or can be made to change into a coin of another denomination); 
The famous piasolving.Penny Trick; The Glass Goblet and Vanishing Coin Trick (a 
coin is droppedintoa glass of water, and Wlien the water is poured out tbs coin bos 
vanished). With the tricks described above we send full printed instructions for 
performing each trick,, so that anyone can readily perform all the tricks to the great 
amusement of their friends or tbs public. Any boy of ordinary intelligence, with this 
Cabinet of Tricks in bis possession, can give a parlor entertainment not inferior to 
somo regular magicians. Besides the tricks contained in the Cabinet, there are many 
other feats and illusions fully explained with full printed instructions, for which you 

c * bin * 01 

AD* 


STAGE 

MONEY 



Witha bunch 
of theso bills. 
It Is easy for 
each person 
of limited 
moans to 
a p p oar 
prosperous 
byllashini 
a roll o. 
these bills 
at the 

D roper 

time and peeling of! a genuine bill 
or two from the outside of the roll, 
the effect created will be found to 
be all that can be desired. Prices. 
pottpald:40 Bills 20c, 125 for 50c, 
or $3.50 thousand postpaid. 

Wonderful X-Ray Tube 

.i K MAwonderfulllttle 

^instrument pro- 
ducing optical 
Illusions both 


Is.spi 

your fingers, tbs Ua 

tsriof opening ia O t-, . 

similar illusions. A mystery that no ons has 
been able to satisf aetorily explain. Pries 10c, 
3 f or 2 So. 1 dasea 75c. Johnson Smith A Co. 




Good 

Luck 

Ring 


i VERY sWking and uncommon ring. 
ni*h, skull and crosabons design, with two 
,r>m. .nark 1 in. out of thS 
Luck to thS 
ick Ring. 
• pride in 


brilliant, flashing gems sparkling out of the 
•yes. Bald by many to bring Good 
wearer, hsnos its name* Oood 
^-‘yoowillto 


g&3’^§VSMF* ,B 

Exploding Cigarettes 



S : bcal 0 siahtlersT T&'boi 

contains ten genuine cigarettes of excellent 
ear so real, but when each 

e- third smoked, tho victim 

f* 1 * rest surprise os it goes off with a 

loud BANQ r A great mirth provoksg yet 
sntirMy harmless. Pri-s ZZo per box. ' 

Popular Watch Charms 



Very pretty little curiosities and decidedly 
hovel. 1 ittsd with Magnifying f tnsss that 
enlarge the pictures to a very surprising degree: 
In fact, it seems almost incredible that a clear 
picturs could bs possible in such a small com. 
poos, and bow sharp and distinct they show up 
whsn you look through. Come in assorted 
Of Fouams Canal, 

Lord s Prayer u» type, sto* 

CIGARETTE MAKER 



BLANJC CARTRIDGE PISTOL 

This well 
made and. 
of feotive 

P* * * ■ 1 




enough to scare sbnrgt&r. whilst, when 
loaded, it will probably prove just as 
etfocUvo as a revolver with real bul- 
lets, without the danger to life. It 
tak.-s the standardly? Calibre Blank 
Cartridges, that are obtainable most 
everywhere. Kvcn tho most timid 

women can use It with perfect safety and frighten a thief with- 
herself or anyone else. A Great Protection Against 
Tram P* *nd Dogs. You can have it lyin* a!>out with- 
out the danger attached to other revolvers. Wo sell large nuxn- 
bera oroun J the 4th of July. Well mado of solid Metal. 

PRICE ON LY $ 1 * 0 0 (Postpaid. Blank Cartridges 22-e*l., shipped by .ax- 
press only, 50c per 100. Johnson Smith & Co., Dept. 536* Racine, Wis. 

' Skeleton 

;10c Ai pd. 


Sneezing Powder 

A 



tho air, and 
everyone in 
tho room or 
carwill begin 

go sneer# witnoui Knowing tho reason 
why. 'It la moat amusing to hear their re- 
marks, as they never suspect the real 
source, but think they have caught it one 
from the other. Betwoen the laughing 
and sneexlng you yourself will be having 

** ‘ ’ " Mir life. For parties, polltl- 

. ear rides, or any place at 
of or. .pi". 



dance to music 
and perform vari-, 
ous gyrations sndl 
movements while 
the operator mayi 
be some distance 
from it. 

Serpent’s Eggs 

Box contains 12 eggs. When a 
lit with a match, each 
one gradually hatches . 

Itself into 
m snake l 
several 
feet long 

w h I c L . I 

curls and twists about In a most life 





Roll your own and save money. 

them better and quicker beeidos saving moro 
than half. Use your favorite brand of 
tobaoeo. Neat, useful and handy. Pocks* 
site, weighs X os. Made entirely of metal, 
nickel-plated. Price 25« postpaid. 

MAGOG FLUTE 

Wonderfully Swetl Toned and Musical 

The Magio Flute, or IT omen* 
atone, ie • unique and nova! 
musioal instrument tha* is 
played with nose and mouth 
combined. There is just e 
little knack in playing 
hioh. when once ac- 
id after a litUe prae- 
will enable you to 

odooe very sweet 

mnslo .the! somewhat 
reMmblee • Rate. T here 

!: 

end ease. When played as an accompaniment 
to e piano or any other musical inst niment. 

She efleot is ee ^ermine ee it ie surprising. 

Novelty Badges 


yoo yourscl 

the time of your Hfe- Fo _ 

cal meetings, ear rides, or any 

nil where there ie a gathering of ueopi*. 

It Is the greeteet. I eke eet. Pries 10c or J 
fee 25c 

BOYSt BOYS! BOYS! 

THROW YOUR VOICE 

Into a trunk, under the 
bed or anywhere. Lots of 
fun fooling the teacher, 
policeman or friends, * 

THE VENTRILO 

a little instrument, fits in the 
mouth out of sight, used with 
above for Bird Oils. etc. Any- 
one can use it. 

Never Fails. A 32 -page book on ventriloquism^ 
and the Ventrilo, ALL FOR lOc postpaid. 

ITCHING POWDER 

Thi9 is another good practical joke; the intense 
discomfiture of your Yictim9 to everyone but 
themselves is thoroughly enjoyable. All that 
ia necessary to start the ball rolling is to de- 
posit a little of the powder on a person’s hand 
and the powder can be relied upon to do the 
rest. Tlie result is a vigorous scratch, then 
some more scratch, and still some more. 
lOo box, 3 boxes for 25c or 75c per doz boxc9 postpaid. 

Great Fire Eater SQUIRT ROSE 

Most Sensational Trick oflbe Day! oq 

With tho Flro Eater — fcOC 

in bid possession any 
person can become a 
perfect salamander, 
apparently breathing 
fire and ejecting 
thousands of brilliant 
eparks from his 
- mouth, to the horror 
and consternation of all beholders. 

Harmless fun for all times, seasons 
and places. If you wish to pro- 
duce a decided sensation In your 
neighborhood don’t fall to procure 
one. W’e send the Fire Eater with 
all tho materials, in a handsome 
box. the cover of which Is highly 
ornamented with Illustrations In 
various colors. Prico of all com- 
plete only 30 cent*, postpaid. 





A REAL STARTLER.. This'fls tha 

Riost popular of all squirt tricks. The 
flower in your eoat .looks so fresh and 
•woet that everyone is tempted to inhale 
the delightful perfume. Then is the mo- 
men} to press the bulb. Gsswhillikensl 


Don t thev jump? Thera is a very long 
rubber tubs that easily reaches to tiie 

at or tn ~M ‘ -• 

>Ugh to 

shots With ono_ loading. .PRICE 25« 


pockst of your coat or trouaera. and ths 
L'.lb if large enor-*- *- - 1 




Kitting Permit 10 c Garter Ini per tor 10 c 

Two very novel metal badge*, nickel 
plated, that you can wear, giving you fun 
out of all proportion to their trifling cost. 

lOc, each badge. 3 for 25 c, or 75 c per 


LOOK 




•ocA, or 3 /or 6Sc poitpaid. 



Wonderful fnatru 

Went. Greatest thing 
yet. Nine sep- 
arate articles in 
one. Everybody 
delighted with it. 
Odd, curious and 
Interesting. Lots 
pleasure as well as 
very useful. It is a double 
Microscope for examining the wonders 
of nature. It is also anOpera Glass. 


Stereoscope, a Burning Lons, a Reading Glass, a Tele- 
scope, a Compass, a Pocket Mirror, and a Laryngaacope 
—Tor examining eye, ear. nose and throat. It Is worth all the 


rror, and a 

IUI cwmiuiuK cjrc, car, uusc auu uiruut. It 18 Worth all the COSt 

to locate even one painful cinder in the eye- Folds flat and fits the 
Something great — you need one. Don’t mias It. Sent by 

Price* only 35c or 3 for 51.00 pcMtpald. 


pocket. 

mail, postpaid. 



JAPANESE ROSE BUSHES 


The Wonder of the World 

Japanese Rose Bushes bloom all tho year round. Jus* 

think of it. Six weeks after planting the seed, the plants will 
be in full bloom. It may not seem possible, but we posi- 
tively guarantor It to bo so. They will bloom every 
ten weeks. Summer or Winter, and when three years old the 
bush will be a mass of roaoe, Waring from five hundred to 
a thousand roses on each bush. The flowers are in three shades 
—white, pink, and crimson. The plants will do well both in and 
out doors. We guarantee at least three bushes to grow from each 
packet ol seed. Prico, 10c packet. 3 pkts. lor 25c postpaid. 


— trirJcc in magus, the neweitnovet- 

t\n V u:zU,. jamen. cportxtu) u ,xxl, 

W0 book e, cunonhM tn ggHBSQinf rfrnfr do.. 
Unprocurable cUtwhoro. 


ADDRESS ORDERS FOR ALL GOODS ON THIS PAGE TO 


Postage 

Stamps 


JOHNSON SMITH & CO. dipt. »c, RACINE, WIS. ^ 
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"It’s the biggest raise 
you ever had” 

“On, Tom! You don’t know how proud it makes 
me feel. I knew you could earn more money if you 
really tried. 

‘‘Now we can put a little money aside each week 
and buy some of the things we need so badly. 

“And to think that only a few months 

ago you were worried for fear you 
would lose your position! 

“Remember how you came home that night and said 
you were tired of being a failure? Remember how 
you determined to get out of the rut by taking up 
a course with the I. C. S.? 

“I knew it would help you and the firm would 
soon notice the difference in your work. But I 
didn’t think you would get such a big raise so soon I 
Oh, Toml You seem like a new man since you 
started studying at home through the I. C. S.” 

Every day. in office, shop and factory, you will fliul men 
who aro being given better positions and larger salaries 
because they aro studying at home in spare time with 
the International Corresixmdence Schools. 

An I. C. S. Courso heljH*d Jesso <J. Vincent to rise 
from tool-maker to Vice-president of tho Packard Motor 
Company. It heli>ed CJeorgo Gricble to rise from & stone- 
mason to the owner of a business paying $12,000 a year. 
It helped Bert S. Hcmaley to increase his salary ten times! 
And it will help you too, if you will only make the start. 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3 157-B, Scranton, Penna. 

Oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
IBuslness Management 
I Industrial Management 
I Personnel Organization 
I Traffic Management 
IBuslness Law 
(Banking and Banking Eaw 
I Accountancy ( including C. P. A. )L 
I Nicholson Cost Accounting 
I Bookkeeping 
I Private Secretary 
I Spanish □ French 


D Salesmanship 
U Advertising 
□Better Letters 

□ Show Card Lettering 

□ Stenography and Typing 

□ Business English 
□Civil Service 

□ Railway Mall Clerk 

j Common School Subjects 
jlligh School Subjects 
J Illustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


lElectrlcal Engineering 
1 Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
I Mechanical Draftsman 
) Machine Shop Practice • 
) Railroad Positions 
)Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy □ Mining 
I Steam Engineering □ Radio 


D Architect 
□Architect*' Blueprints 
□Contractor and Builder 

□ Architectural Draftsman 
□Concrete Builder 

□ Structural Engineer 
□Chemistry □ Pharmacy 

□ Automobile Work 

□ Airplane Engines 

□ Agriculture and Poultry 
□Mathematics 


Name. 


Street 

Address.. 


6-26-25 


city.. 


Occupation - 

If you reside in Cnnada, tend this coupon to the Interna - 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


fANT WORKhomc? 


or women. No eellinf or c*nvMain«. We teach yon. 
I guarantee employment and furnish WORKING OUTKltf 
f riven with each enrollment. Limited offer, write today 
Artcreft Studios. L>ept. 88. 3W0 Sheridan Rd.. Chi~go* 

Bargain SALE! 



guaranteed 

Richly engraved. Railroad model 
with famous Leanard Regulator. ( 
Adjusted f os absolute accuracy. 
Backed bv million dollar factory. 

SEND NO MONEY 22, i 

price 53.87 and postage on arri- 
val - . Money back guaranteed. 


GIVEN 

Genuine Walde- 
Chain and two 
’ ife. Also 

Jood Lock" 

ling if you ordarNOW! 


BRADLEYn-140 newton, mass, 


The Mystery of the Blue Car 

( Continued from payc 59) 


door of the Whitney garage he stopped 
and sprang out, followed more slowly by 
the hunchback. 

Inside the garage a crouching figure 
listened to their receding footsteps on the 
ice-covered snow. When all was once 
more still the figure moved from its 
cramped position over to* an automobile. 
A hand was laid on the nickel radiator — it 
was hot to the touch. A short time inter- 
vened, then the tail-light of the car was 
switched on. Under its red glow, three 
figures stood out on the license tag — 130. 
The ever-restless fingers passed over the 
numbers, rapidly at first, then more slowly, 
then stopped altogether. The fumbling 
commenced again and a second later a faint 
ripping sound broke the stillness, as a piece 
of adhesive tape was pulled away from the 
tag — disclosing the full District of Co- 
lumbia number — 9-130. 

T HE hunchback was some seconds lo- 
cating the key to the front door of the 
Whitney mansion and Terry chafed at the 
delay, hut once inside the square central hall 
he hesitated perceptibly. He turned and 
walked over to the library. It was in total 
darkness. Wheeling again he strode across 
the hall into the drawing-room, just as 
Ruggles, who had preceded him, switched 
on one of the side lights. From the room 
beyond came faintly the sound of glass 
touching glass. As Terry started in that 
direction John Whitney appeared from the 
dining-room, a flask in one hand and an 
empty glass in the other. Breathing un- 
evenly, white- faced, haggard, John stood 
and eyed them. Then as his vision cleared 
he recognized Terry. Rage sobered him. 
Flinging down the flask and glass, he 
crossed the room and stopped directly in 
front of the lawyer. 

“Harriet,” he said, in little above a whis- 
per, “what have you done with her?” 

“I left her here at dinner-time ” 

“You lie!” John’s powerful fingers 
closed and unclosed as they crept upward 
toward Terry’s throat. 

“Hands off.” Terry’s low commanding 
voice brought the infuriated man partly to 
his senses. “Has your sister returned 
since Ruggles left here to go to my 
house?” 

John shook his head. 

“She is at the police station,” interposed 
a quiet voice behind them, and turning with 
one accord, they saw Inspector Mitchell, 
followed by Mrs. Ruggles. “Miss Whit- 
ney has been charged with the murder of 
her uncle.” 

“She did not kill him.” The denial came 
from John Whitney, his hollow voice 
barely reached his hearers, his tragic eyes 
shifted from one white face to another. 

“Look !” the Inspector broke in. Fol- 
lowing his guiding finger, they stared at the 
blank wall underneath the one side light 
turned on in the room. A shadow showed 
below it. It grew and contracted, twisted 
and turned, and slowly, very slowly the 
distinctive profile of Commdore Whitney 
was visible on the wall. 

A piece of burnished steel swished by 
the Inspector’s head and sailed through 
the doorway leading into the central hall. 
A piercing cry — then silence. 

They rushed into the hall, where they 


were joined by others who had heard the 
scream. 

A PAIR of clasped hands were pinned 
firmly by a dagger to a mirror. At 
the mirror crouched Mose, his terrified 
face turned toward them. 

Who had thrown that dagger? 

A frightened moan came from Mrs. 
Ruggles. “I saw those hands waving 
back and forth in front of the mirror and 
— and now look !” 

“Shadow silhouettes !” broke in Inspector 
Mitchell. “I have seen them made by 
vaudeville artists on the stage, but none 
more cleverly done than yours, Mose.” 
He aided Terry in binding the chauffeur’s 
wounds with handkerchiefs. “What was 
your object, to terrify the people in this 
house ?” 

A snarl prefaced Mose’s reply. “Find 

out for yourself ; I’m going ” But the 

chauffeur found his way blocked by Har- 
riet Whitney. 

“Stop!” she ordered. Her eyes were 
shining. “Tell them, Mr. Barlow, what 
we found in the garage.” 

Barlow was still wearing his borrowed 
chauffeur’s uniform. “We’ve got you at 
last, Mose,” he exclaimed, “thanks to Miss 
Whitney’s quick wit.” Barlow turned to 
his silent audience. “Mose is the leader 
of a stolen-car ring.” A muttered oath 
escaped the chauffeur. “He cloaked his 
traffic in stolen cars under honest employ- 
ment, using the Commodore’s big garage to 
house cars, while license tags and engine 
numbers were altered by his confederates, 
chief among them being Sam Dean at 
Ilyattsville.” 

“I found a list of names in your favor- 
ite code, Mose,” supplemented Harriet, “in 
the car in the garage, which we chased 
this afternoon,” turning to Terry. “With 
its license tag number cleverly altered by 
means of adhesive tape, the color of the 
tag, from 9-130 to 130. Mr. Barlow joined 
me in the garage and with his assistance, 
we decoded some of this” — and she dis- 
played a small memorandum-book, as 
Mose’s bandaged hand went involuntarily 
to the empty inside pocket of his coat. 
“How did you come to follow me to Wal- 
ter Reed this afternoon?” 

“The hoy admitted dropping the note 
and described you.” Mose sat down on a 
chair ; he was growing conscious of a feel- 
ing of deadly weakness. “I had to have 
the message and tried first to catch you at 
the Cathedral. The code was one Com- 
modore Whitney showed me. I ” he 

hesitated. “I used it on your mirror and 
on Mr. Terry’s car just to scare you.” 
“For the same reason that you used your 
ability with your hands to throw shadow 
pictures of poor Uncle Jim on the wall,” 
broke in Harriet shrewdly, “to make us 
leave the house so you could find the lost 
bonds.” 

F OR the first time Mose smiled. “Yes, 
I wanted to cop the coin and make a 
getaway,” he admitted. “I overheard the 
Commodore and Mr. Terry talking about 

the bonds on New Year’s eve ” 

“And so you murdered him !” The ex- 
clamation leaped from Harriet’s trembling 
lips. But the eager light in her eyes 
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turned to agouy as her brother broke the 
painful silence. 

“No, 1 killed Uncle Jim!” said John 
Whitney. 

“1 had permission to spend New Year's 
eve with Ned Terry. After a party given 
for Walter Reed boys, we drove around 
town to see the old year out, then Ned 
brought me here. I knew Uncle Jim sat 
up in his library until late. Going into the 
garden, I saw a light burning and Uncle 
Jim standing in one of the long French 
windows. He let me in and I asked him 

to let me have some money — and — and ” 

He drew his hands across his eyes as if to 
shut out some frightful vision. “When I 
came to my senses, Uncle Jim lay there on 
the floor, in front of me, dead. 

Mrs. Ruggles was the first to speak. “I 
found your permit from the hospital authori- 
ties, John, and I realized I held the key 
to the Commodore’s murder in my hand.” 

“Is that so?” Mose spoke with sneering 
emphasis, his detestation of the house- 
keeper getting the upper hand. “I'll tell 
you what really happened in the library, 
for I was there hiding behind one of the 
long window curtains waiting for the Com- 
modore to go to bed so I could get the 
bonds. Come here ” 

With one accord they followed him into 
the library. 

“You sat in that chair, writing at the 
table,” began Mose, and John nodded. 

“Yes, 1 had just scrawled ‘I promise to 
pay,’ when Uncle Jim. who stood looking 
down, yelled something and tore a corner 
of the paper from me,” he added. 

“Just so,” declared the chauffeur. “The 
Commodore yelled: ‘I kill,* his hand went 
to his pocket, he tugged at something, and 
then — and then — I saw a dagger sail 
through the air — it struck the Commodore 
and he dropped backwards — dead.” 

John Whitney gazed at Mose in silence 
for one long second. “Do you mean I didn’t 
stab Uncle Jim?” he asked, incredulous. 

“That is exactly what I mean. You 
were still sitting in that chair and the 
dagger was thrown over your left shoul- 
der. I did not see who threw it.” Mose 
pointed an accusing finger at Mrs. Ruggles. 
“But you were here that night and not in 
Baltimore.” 

W ITH cheeks ashen, Mrs. Ruggles faced 
her accuser. “I did go to Baltimore.” 
She spoke in odd jerks. “By chance I met 
my sister in the station there — she had been 
called unexpectedly to Chicago — I re- 
turned to Washington by late train,” she 
broke down, then by a great effort con- 
tinued her narrative. “I decided to spend 

the night in my son’s apartment ” 

Mose whirled on the hunchback. “Did 
she?” 

Young Ruggles looked at his tormentor. 
“I was not there, but here.” A terrified 
scream broke from his mother. “Hush!” 
He laid his hand tenderly on her bowed 
head. "J killed Commcxlore Whitney, as 
Mose has described, to save John Whitney’s 
life!” 

“What?” Inspector Mitchell was the 
only one to move in the horror-stricken 
group. 

Ruggles took from his pocket a cable- 
gram. “Read this aloud." he directed. 

Commodore Whitney mental case in hos- 
pital in London with homicidal tendencies. 
Thought cured and released last Septem- 
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ber. Have affidavits of attending alienists. 

Terry Senior. 

Ruggles went on : “That cablegram 

came an hour ago in answer to one I sent 
to Mr. Terry,” he explained. “I was only 
awaiting its arrival to make a clean breast 
of the whole affair; it is the only evidence 
I have to support the statement I am going 
to make.” He sighed again, heavily. 
“When I came back from my trip South, 
the Commodore asked me to read proof 
of his book with him. We came to a delete 
mark. At sight of it he cried, with ma- 
niacal fury : ‘At that sign I kill, I kill, I 
kill!’ And looking up, I saw dementia in 
his eyes.” 

“Good God !” The shocked interruption 
came involuntarily from John Whitney. 

The hunchback looked across at Barlow. 
“Have you that slip of paper which you 
found in Commodore Whitney’s hand?” 

“Yes.” The detective held the tiny scrap 
of paper so that all might see it. 

“That is my *1* ” declared John. “I.” 

“Exactly. And the Commodore mistook it 
for a hastily drawn delete sign,” explained 
Ruggles, speaking more slowly. “I came 
in that door,” pointing to it, “in time to 
hear the Commodore's frenzied cry : T 
kill,’ and caught the significance of the 
scene, for I knew he carried a loaded re- 
volver. I was too far away to get to him 
in time, but I saw the dagger on that table 
and threw it at him.” 

IMPULSIVELY Harriet went over to 
1 him. “God bless you,” she said, between 
her tears. “John undoubtedly owes his life 
to you.” 

“And I owe Ned Terry an abject apology.” 
John looked around at the others. “When 
I ran out of here I was convinced I was 
responsible for Uncle Jim’s death. My 
brain isn’t always clear since I was shell- 
shocked. I joined Ned and told him I had 
killed Uncle Jim. I started to get in his 
car and found my glove was missing.” He 
showed his hand with its crooked finger. 
“I knew the glove would identify me, so 
Ned volunteered to get it.” He spoke with 
deeper emotion. “I got in his car, but I 
was too excited to think, so I drove off 
without waiting for Ned to return. Then 
I abandoned his car somewhere on the 
way out to Walter Reed and wandered 
around the outskirts of the city until it 
was time to report back.” 

"The bonds !” exclaimed the Inspector. 
“Where are they?” 

“I can explain.” Harried fitted a key in 
a small door under the stairs and swung 
it open. “I heard what I thought was 
John’s voice, so I came down-stairs with 
an electric torch and went into the dark 
library. I found Uncle Jim lying dead 
on the floor. The glove, which I recog- 
nized as one I had given John for Christ- 
mas, was on the floor. I fainted. When 
I regained consciousness, the glove was 
gone.” 

Harriet extended a large leather wallet 
to Terry. “I picked this up off the floor 
by Uncle Jim’s body, and put it in this 
closet, thinking it was dropped by John.” 

Terry drew out the documents. 

“The bonds,” he announced. 

An oath escaped Mose. “I never thought 
of that closet,” he remarked. “I took an 
envelope out of your bag, Miss Whitney, 
hut the key wouldn’t fit in any door in the 
house. But that closet — nothing was ever 
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kept in it, and I never knew it to be 
locked.’’ 

“HUT Uncle Jim evidently planned to 
O put something of value in it, for early 
that evening he showed me the key in the 
glass table,” retored Harriet. “And so I 
thought of it when I wanted to secrete the 
carpet-sweeper. Some queer noise, proba- 
bly the furniture creaking, frightened me, 
and I accidently dropped the key in the 
letter-box and fled up to my room.” 

Barlow addressed the chauffeur. “Did 
you try to steal the dagger out of that 
glass table on Thursday night?” 

“Not the dagger, no,” Mose explained. 
“But I wanted some of those jeweled or- 
naments locked up in the table. Mr. Terry 
had walked off with one of our new cars, 
just as Dean was in the garage getting 
some license tags for it ; and so we were 
hard up.” 

“So you are driving stolen property, 
Mr. Terry!” 

Harriet threw her strong arms tenderly 
about Mrs. Ruggles. 

“I will see your mother has the best of 
care,” she promised, and looking back, as 
he followed the others out of the front 
door, the hunchback realized, with a light- 
ening of his heavy heart, that Harriet 
would loyally abide by her word. 

It was after eight o’clock in the morn- 
ing when Ned Terry and Paul Barlow 
again entered the library, ushered in by 
Anna. 

“The hunchback is every inch a man,” 
declared Barlow. “The way he flung that 
dagger at the hands in the hall told me 
that was all he saw of Mose. He must 
have unusual eyesight and great strength 
and dexterity.” 

“Mose is a clever scamp,” said Terry. 

“But Miss Whitney was one too many 
for him,” Barlow replied. “I’d driven her 
over here from Headquarters. It took 
me a second or two to lock the car at the 
curb, and then I joined her in the garage 
and helped decipher the code in that note- 
book which Mose said dropped out through 
a hole in his pocket. There’s one thing 
more, though, how did the Commodore’s 
cane get back here?” 

"Ruggles and I brought it back,” ex- 
plained Terry. “John Whitney had it in 
his hand when he rushed out of here on 
New Year’s eve, and he left it in my car.” 
. The detective discreetly vanished through 
one of the French windows opening into 
the garden, as Harriet came in. 



you, I dared not question the ownership of 
the blue coupe or trace the whereabouts 
of my own car for fear of directing sus- 
picion toward John. For the same reason 
I did not like to communicate with him. 
I blame myself for keeping quiet about the 
bonds ” 

“Hush!” She looked at him with glow- 
ing eyes. 

Terry drew closer. “Harriet!” His 
half teasing, wholly tender tone brought a 
wave of color to her cheeks. “There is a 
mystery not solved — yet — the old, old 
story,” he slipped his fingers under her 
chin and raised her head until he could 
look straight into her glorious eyes. “Shall 
we solve it together, my darling?” 

And her happy “Yes” reached his ears 
alone. 
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No more freckles, no 
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more sallow skin, Anew 
discovery called Golden 
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skin with amazing quick- 
ness! Now you can clear 
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this 3-minute-before-bed- 
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into your mirror. 
Money-Back Guarantee 
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and amazed at the transfor- 
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The Crime in the Country 
Schoolhouse 

( Continued from payc 55) 

prosecutor received letters of commenda- 
tion from points as far distant as Salt 
Lake City. 

But I was uneasy. Somehow, I could 
not explain things to my own satisfaction. 
Did Corrigan know of conditions in the 
neighborhood before the murder? Did 
Miss Wilson fabricate the story about the 
invitation to supper, knowing who it was 
that called her. If so, was it Corrigan 
or some other person. If some other per- 
son, who was it? Whose was the third 
set of finger-prints which Hemlin had 
found on the door and on the back of the 
desk chair? These questions and others 
refused to be dismissed from my mind. 

S INCE the day of execution was approach- 
ing with alarming swiftness, I wired to 
the teachers’ agency that had recommended 
Miss Wilson, to the college from which 
she was graduated, and to detectives in the 
same city, asking for any details of the 
young woman’s private life that might be 
obtainable. The replies I received con- 
vinced me that Miss Wilson’s life had been 
protected from contact with such char- 
acters as Corrigan and Burltan. So im- 
bued was I with the thought that justice 
was about to miscarry that I prevailed 
upon certain influential friends to get the 
governor to grant a stay of execution 
until June 1. As a result, I was made the 
butt of many a gibe at the hands of my 
fellow officers, and the object of indigna- 
tion meetings on the part of some of the 
patrons of School District 76. 

Meanwhile, I cultivated the acquaintance 
of the children of the school, as well as 
their parents, hoping that some clue would 
turn up that would prove my growing be- 
lief that the murderer was still at large. 
I also became friendly with the new 
teacher, a Mr. Brambley. (No woman had 
been found who was willing to take Miss 
Wilson’s place.) 

The school term closed, and the follow- 
ing Saturday — May 30 — was set for the 
annual picnic, an event participated in by 
school children, patrons, and their friends. 
It was a yearly event of importance in 
this rural community. By this time I was 
well acquainted in the district, and no one 
evinced surprise when I showed up at the 
picnic with a lunch basket on my arm. 

Tables were spread and the lunches dis- 
tributed thereon. At the head of one table 
sat Superintendent Simpson, at another Mr. 
Brambley, and at a third Judge Dunsell, 
a widower who had retired from the bench 
some fifteen years lx/ fore, and who was 
now a member of the board of school 
directors. 

On the left, some distance down the 
table from Judge Dunsell, sat a little girl 
about eleven years of age. I noticed as 
the dinner proceeded that she took no part 
in the laughter and gayety of the occasion, 
but sat brooding in silence. 

“Why don’t you eat, Dorothy?’’ asked 
the girl’s mother. “Are you sick?” 

Whereupon the child began to cry. All 
eyes were turned in her direction. 

“It don’t seem just right,’’ she said, “our 
sitting here, having a good time, and poor 
Miss Wilson ” She fell into a violent 
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fit of weeping. A strange silence settled 
over the crowd, broken only by the child’s 
sobbing. “I remember her just as plain! 
This time last year she was sitting up 

there ” 

The child stopped. 

A S though controlled by a single invis- 
ible thread touched by some magic 
hand, every head turned in the direction 
indicated by the child — now looking straight 
at Judge Dunsell at the head of the table. 
Could silence be more potent? Judge Dun- 
sell’s face turned ghastly white. Stagger- 
ing to his feet, he cleared his throat loudly. 
Still no one else moved. 

“The child is right,” the Judge managed 
to say in a hoarse whisper. “It — doesn’t 
seem — right. I think — we should — all go.” 
As he turned away toward his car, his 
legs seemed to crumple under him. Simp- 
son and Bramblev sprang to his assistance, 
and cased him down to the ground. 

“God — give me air!” Dunsell tugged at 
his collar and tried to moisten his lips with 
thick, dry tongue. 

“Get the children away,” called Simpson 
to some of the women, at the same time 
placing himself between them and the 
Judge. 

Someone produced a pocket flask, and 
the Judge drank the raw whiskey held to 
his lips. 

“Take that child away,” he cried. “Make 
her stop pointing at me — make her stop 
it — make her ” 

“The child has gone: all the children 
have gone,” soothed Simpson. 

“No,” shrieked the Judge, holding his 
hands before his face. “She’s still there. 
For God’s sake, take her away. Make her 

stop looking at me. Make her ■” His 

words were smothered in a paroxysm of 
coughing. Then he lay as one dead-eyes 
closed, limbs relaxed. 

Deliberately, I took up a plate from 
the table-cloth, and coated the bottom of it 
with a thin film of grease from a slice 
of beef. One after the other, I took up 
the man's lifeless hands and carefully 
pressed his fingers one by one on the bot- 
tom of the tin. He made no resistance. 
When I finished, he whispered in an awed 
voice : 

“I know what you are doing, but it isn’t 
necessary. I killed Miss Wilson — she knew 
things — I lured her to the schoolhouse on 
a pretext — knew she’d have to pass the 
place on her way to the Webbers’ — but 

she fought me When, at last, she 

took up a knife from her desk, my hand 
closed over her fingers and turned the 

point into her own heart ” 

Horrified, the other men fell back, and 
it was my duty to take him away. 

Judge Dunsell was hanged for the crime 
in the country schoolhouse not long after 
the lumberjacks were set free. 

I Was Hired to Clear a 
Murderer 

{Continued from page 39) 

Except for one or two couples sitting 
drinking at tables, the dimly lighted room 
was empty. Selecting a table in a far cor- 
ner I slumped into a chair and ordered 
whiskey from the hard-eyed waiter. Be- 
fore long Iwanami came in through the 
side entrance. He ignored me completely 
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and sat down at a table opposite. Five 
minutes later John Ross made his appear- 
ance. Tall, thin and wiry, his face the 
color of muddy chalk, he paused and took 
in the room with his shifty eyes, then sank 
into a chair close to me. 

Toying with my glass I could feel him. 
sizing me up. I pretended I wasn’t aware 
of his presence. According to prearranged 
plan, Iwanami came over and stopped at 
my table. He drew up a chair and mo- 
tioned Ross to move in closer. 

“Ross, meet Belcher, the mouthpiece I 
told you alxjut,” said the Japanese. “Ross 
and I talked over your proposition/* con- 
tinued Iwanami, “and he’s passing it up. 
Fifty grand isn’t enough for the risk in- 
volved, he says.” 

“I’ll say it ain’t,” put in Ross. “What’n 
hell d’you guys think I am, a sob-stiff 
lookin’ fer a hand-out? I’m no crust- 
flopper (no one who contents himself with 
remnants) nor I ain’t a squatter (grab-all) 
either. An even break’ll suit me. Tell 
your spouter (lawyer) my price is a 
century -grand ($100,000).” Ross narrowed 
his eyes at me. “Young Worster’s got 
plenty o* fall -dough, an’ he’s got to spread 
it if he wants my monicker for sniffin’ that 
slack-moll.” 

“A century-grand?” I registered indig- 
nant surprise. “You’re shooting too high, 
Ross.” 

“Look here 1” Ross brought his face 
close to mine. “It’s a century -grand, or 
the deal's off.” 

Iwanami nudged me under the table to 
accept. 

“Ross won’t do it for less,” he said. 
“Better pay it.” 

“It isn’t my dough,” I replied. “When 
and where do we draw up the papers?” 

“YV/E’LL mosey over to my slab-joint/’ 

VV said Ross eagerly. “You scratch 
what you want me to say, and the Jap 
here’ll hold the paper. To-morrow you 
come with the dough to the same place, 
give it to the Jap, and I’ll sign. He’ll keep 
the paper for three days while I make my 
gallaghcr, then turn it over to you when 
he gets the office from one o* my pals that 
I’m clear.” 

I pretended to consider the matter, but 
in reality I was studying the man next to 
me. I could hardly believe it possible that 
a pretty young girl like Carmel Hawtrey 
would marry such a rough criminal type. 
Also it seemed queer that Ross so readily 
accepted me and was willing to sign a 
confession of murder, knowing as he must 
have, that it would be easy for me to 
double-cross him in his getaway. However, 
I finally concluded, I’d have to accept mat- 
ters as they stood, despite my suspicions. 

“It’s hunky with me,* I announced. 
“Let’s go.” 

In a room in a dirty, squalid rooming- 
house, I drew up a full confession, having 
brought the materials with me for that 
purpose. Turning the paper over to 
Iwanami, as agreed upon, I took my leave. 
Later over the phone 1 told Mr. Simmons 
of my success and he made an appointment 
for the next day to give me the money 
for Ross. 

Neither of us were comfortable about 
the proceedings. We realized that an ex- 
planation would be demanded from us by 
the District Attorney for allowing a con- 
fessed murderer to escape. However, we 
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weren’t crossing bridges until we catne to 
them. Right then, proving the innocence 
of Buddy VVorster was the issue. Better 
to have Ross escape than have Buddy go 
to the chair. 

The next night, with one hundred thou- 
sand dollars in bills of high denominations 
pressing against my breast and a gat rest- 
ing handy in my outside coat pocket, I 
retraced my steps to Ross’s “slab-joint.” 
Iwanami was to be there also, Ross having 
included it in his stipulations that the Jap 
stay with him until the deal was con- 
summated. 

The two were waiting for me. In my 
presence, and witnessed by Iwanami and 
me, Ross signed the confession, giving it 
to Iwanami to hold. I passed Ross the 
money. His eyes glittered greedily and 
his fingers trembled as he counted it over 
and over again. The Japanese stood by 
watching stolidly, though I thought I de- 
tected a look of contempt in his cold, black 
eyes. He motioned me to go, and as my 
work was finished, I left them there 
together. 

T HE following afternoon Mr. Simmons 
and I were conferring in his office when 
Iwanami walked in, bowed respectfully, 
then reached into his pocket and laid a 
neatly folded paper on the desk before the 
lawyer. I started with surprise. It was 
the confession Ross had signed. I recog- 
nized it by my handwriting on the brief. 

“Mr. Buddy can now return home,” an- 
nounced the Japanese casually. “This con- 
fession of Ross will free him.” 

“The confession!” exclaimed Simmons. 
“I thought it was understood that Ross 
should have three days’ start ? What 
caused him to alter his plans ?” 

“Mr. Ross is dead,” answered Iwanami, 
with a shrug. 

“Dead?” we both ejaculated. 

“Yes, I killed him.” Iwanatni's voice 
was so matter of fact that the lawyer and 
I stared at him. 

“Though I killed him,” continued the 
Japanese evenly, “I was unable to secure 
the hundred thousand dollars. After you 
left us, Mr. Belcher, two acquaintances of 
Mr. Ross came into the room, pretending 
they had dropped in by accident, but 
Iwanami was too clever for them. I knew 
they were there to steal the paper from me. 

• It was a frame-up. I started for the door. 
Mr. Ross reached for his pistol. He was 
too slow. I was quicker. I shot him 
through the head and made my escape.” 
“The confession can he submitted to the 
District Attorney without trouble for us 
now. We did not have to help a mur- 
derer escape. Iwanami is clever,” stated 
the Oriental, coolly. 

Without answering, Mr. Simmons got 
police headquarters on the wire to verify 
the death of John Ross. Then he hung 
up and turned to me. 

“It’s as Iwanami stated,” he said gravely. 
“The body was discovered early this after- 
noon lying on the floor of the room, a 
bullet hole in the forehead. Ross was 
robbed ; nothing was found in his pockets. 
I’ll see the District Attorney. This con- 
fession should free Mr. Worster, but Fm 
afraid a nasty mess will result when the 
police investigate the death of Ross. How- 
ever, it can’t he helped, and Iwanami is to 
he congratulated for his loyalty and prompt 
action.” 
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Do you know that Clear-Tone 
— the wonder-working lotion — 
used like toilet water — 

Clears 
Your Skin 


of Pimples, Blackheads, Acne, 
Eczema, Enlarged Pores, Oilyor 
Shiny Skin? Elegant after shaving. 
Indispensable for sensitive and re- 
fined women. This new scientific cos- 
metic is Guaranteed to banish un- 
sightly blemishes easily and quickly, 
and leave the skin clear and smooth. 



"4 Clear-Tone Skin” 


This Free Booklet tells how you can 
easily and quickly at home obtain a 
clear skin, tree from all blemishes, 
like Nature intended you to have. 
Thousands of copies of this interest- 
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Clear-Tone h n °t q cure-aii or m&n- 

■ order treatment, but a 

scientific, reliable SKIN LOTION, perfected 
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has to suffer with a bad complexion. Endorsed 
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it clears the complexion so quickly, no matter 
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success as evidenced by 
thousands of voluntary letters written by men 
and women who had very bad blemishes and 
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without relief. 
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your wonderful Clear-Tone will be recommend- 
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Island. N. Y. 

From m Bartoor— "Have been a barber for 80 years 
and never saw anything os {rood as Clear-Tone. 
All barbers should know about It.” Otto Van 
Burin, Kansas City, Mo. 

From a Musician— “I am obliged to be In public 
a great deal and my complexion was a great em- 
barrassment. Clear-Tone improved me so greatly 
that I strongly recommend it.** C. H.Lindeman, 
Steubenville, Ohio. 

From a Lady— "I om sure grateful for Clear-Tone 
as it made a chango in my face in less than a 
week." Miss Lillian Kuster, Pa. 

From a Soldier— "It is certainly wonderful. "Louis 
Langer, Troop F, 8rd Cavalry. Ft. Ethan Allen, Vt. 

From a Flyor— "Cleared my face of Acne.** H. J. 
Howald, N. H. Station, Pensacola, Fla. 

Poopla Amazed --"Has cleared my skin completely 
of pimples and blackheads. Everybody who sees 
me Is amazed.’* R. R. Wilson, Pearson, Ga. 

Thousands of Others— men and women— praise 
Clear-Tone. We’ll gladly send copies of most 
Interesting testimonials. 


CDFF Simply send name today for FREE 
■ booklet, 44 A Clear-Tone Skin , 49 

telling how I cured myself after being afflicted 
for 16 years, and my $1,000 Guarantee to clear 
your skin of the above blemishes. 

E. S. GIVENS, 239 Chemical Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 
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“Iwanami loves Mr. Buddy/’ said the 
Japanese simply, “and did only his duty.” 
Mr. Simmons was right. The confes- 
sion convinced the District Attorney of 
Buddy’s innocence and his freedom was 
promised for the following morning. 

M R. SIMMONS and I were on hand 
at the Tombs early. Buddy rushed to 
greet us, hands outstretched. Tears of joy 
were in his eyes. His voice cpiivered with 
emotion. “Thank you ! Thank you !” he 
said over and over. 

By a roundalxmt route we reached the 
car waiting for us, thwarting the mob of 
news-hungry reporters besieging the Tombs. 
On the way to his Park Avenue home 
Buddy kept up a running fire of talk, point- 
ing out the window at familiar landmarks 
as if he had never expected to see them 
again. 

Arriving at the mansion we found the 
sidewalk crowded with staring people. We 
pushed our way through to the door. Sev- 
eral bluecoats were on guard. Inside a 
plain-clothes man drew Mr. Simmons and 
me aside. 

“Mr. Worster’s Japanese valet’s been 
knocked off/’ he whispered. “An Past Side 
gunman got him. He’s up-stairs in the 
front room. He wants to see you two 
pretty bad. We phoned the Tombs and 
they said you were on your way here.” 
Mr. Simmons told Buddy what had 
happened. 

“Iwanami shot?” he gasped. “Is he 
dead?” 

“I reckin’ he’s passed out by this time,” 
replied the detective. “The shot got him 

in the left lung and ” 

Buddy waited to hear no more. He 
raced up the broad staircase, Mr. Simmons 
and I close behind him. We found Iwanami 
in the front room propped up in bed, a 
detective-sergeant sitting beside him while 
two other detectives stooped over a still 
form on the floor. 

The Japanese was a dirty, brownish white 
color, a smile parted his bluing lips, and 
his black eyes seemed to catch fire at our 
entrance. Buddy stood transfixed, staring 
at the man in bed, his countenance regis- 
tering acute anxiety. 

“Mr. Simmons,” said Iwanami in a rasp- 
ing whisper, “the pitcher went to the well 
once too often. Mr. Buddy knows what 
I mean ” 

Buddy Worster stepped forward sud- 
denly. 

“No! No, Iwanami!” he begged. “Not 
that — no — Iwanami, please. Let it die with 
you — it can’t matter now.” 

“I must tell, Mr. Buddy,” whispered the 
dying Oriental. “I have read the writing 
on the sky. It commands me to speak, and 
Iwanami hastens to obey ” 

A HEADQUARTERS man came over 
and caught the unsteady Worster by 
the arm and held him hack. 

“No! No! Iwanami,” cried Buddy des- 
perately. “For God’s sake, Iwanami, don’t !” 
“I must speak,” declared the Japanese in 
tones that were surprisingly strong. 

With a sudden jerk, Buddy Worster 
freed himself from the policeman’s grip. 
Like a tiger he sprang upon Iwanami, 
clutching him about the throat with his 
sinewy hands. We stood, stunned at his 
unexpected act. He shook the dying man 
violently. 
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marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results. 

Oue day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
cave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it — results were amazinc — I could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 
worry lines faded away. In 3 days my 
skin became firm and youthful freshness 
was restored. 

This Priceless Secret Yours 

Why look old ! Why allow wrinkles, black- 
heads or pimples to mar your appearanco 
when they can be harmlessly removed as if 
by macic t No massaging — no painful 
electric treatment — no harmful lotions. 

Joan Beautifier will amaze you — brine 
back new youth to your face. Try it ! 
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Our Laboratories have secured a limited 
supply of these costly incredients. 1 0,000 
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few pennies postage. If after third treat- 
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Seal Rupture 
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Now yoa ran throw awtr forever steel bands, 
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‘Marvel’ telescope and 


telescope wherever you go. 

Bee distant objects clearly— 

6 Section Telescope over 3 feet long- - 
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At last the hour arrived, 
the hour she had long 
dreamed of — just a few 
minutes, a few words and 
he was hers forever. Ho 
chose her, in spite of the fact 
that there were many others more 
beautiful and talented. Her secret was simple 
days ago she had read an amazing new book 
"Fascinating Womanhood,” which show’s how any 
woman can attract men by using the simple laws of 
man’s psychology and human nature. She could just 
ns easily have fascinated any. other man. You, too, can 
have this book; you, too, can enjoy the worship and 
admiration of men, and be the radiant bride of the 
man of your choice. Just cut out this ad, write your 
name and address on the margin, ami mail to us with 
10 cents. The little book outlining these revelations 
w ill then be sent you, postpaid in plain wrapper. Knowl- 
edge is power. Send vour dime todaV- 
THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS 
119 So. 14th St., St. Louis, Mo. Dept. 79F 
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Get Back 
In The Swim 


GAY BEACH PARTIES 

Evening hikes or long 
alow rides thru the woods 
with laughing. happy 
friends around you — soft- 
ly whispered. little words 
— little words that meant 
so much. 

M ust those happy active 
days be over? 


RUPTURE 

IS 

CURABLE 


THROW AWAY YOUR TRUSS 

Yes’ You can really play again! Those weak- 
ened muscles strengthen under the Mechanico- 
Chemico system as embodied in the Plapao- 
J*ads. Almost as if by magic! Tissues and 
muscles recover their tone and strength. Grad- 
ually the hernial orifice closes itself perfectly. 

You will 


The unsightly protrusion disappears, 
never realize that you were ever ruptured! 

THOUSANDS HAPPY AGAIN 

The Plapao- 1 ’ads have brought back happy 
health — -probably — to many of your own neigh- 
bors-^-without the knife. Ask for their names! 
That’s why this original herbal, physical culture 
system was awarded Gold Medal at Rome, 
Grand Prix at Paris and Honorable Mention at 
the l*anaina Pacific Exposition. 

FREE TEST PLAPAO 

You need not believe — until you have learned 
the possibilities of Plapao-Pads at our expense. 

Send the coupon now for a big free 10-day test 
of Plapao. No obligation. 

FREE TRIAL PLAPAO 

PLAPAO INC., I 

578 Stuart Bldg., St. Louis, Mo. 

Send me 10 day Trial Plapao, and 48 page book. I 
No charge — now or ever. 
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Address . 
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the Aviation and Airplane business. Find out about the many 

S »at opportunities nowopen and how we prepare you at home, 
ring spare time, to qualify. Our new book “Opportunities 
In the Airplane Industry” also sent free if you answer at once. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 154A 3601 Michigan Ave. CHICAGO 

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL 

I^roUetum Against Burglars, Tramp % and Dope New Catalog 

“ Send 25e for new 

Df Luxe Catalog 
of Not* I ties. 
Tricks, Puzzles, 
Sporting Goods, 
etc. 420 pages. 
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Well made and effective; 
modelled on latest type a 
Revolver; appearance al< 
la enough to scare a burglar. L 
When louded it may be as ef- 1 
(retire ae a real revolver— 
without danger to life. It takes 
standard .22 Calibre Blank Car- 
tridges obtainable everywhere. PrlCO $ 1.00 post- 
paid. Blank Cartridges, by express. SOc per 100. 
Holster (Cowboy type/for Blank Cartridge i'intol.SOc.I 
JOHNSON SMITH A CO., Dept. 52 l, RACINE.WIS.N 



PERSONAL 
Appearance 

Is now more than 
ever the keynote ol 
success, both in social 
and business life. 
Bow - Legged and 
Knock-Kneed men 
and women, both 
young and old, will 
be glad to hear that 
my new appliance 
will successfully 
straighten, within a 
short time, bow 
leggedness and knock- 
kneed legs, safely, 
quickly and permanently, without pain, operation or 
discomfort. Worn at night. My new •’Lim-Straitner,*’ 
Model 18, U. S. Patent, is easy to adjust; Its results will 
soon save you from further humiliation, and improve 
your personal appearance 100 per cent. (Model 18 is not 
like old-fashioned splints or braces, with bothersome 
straps, hard to adjust, but a scientific, modern device of 
proven merit, used and recommended for the last 3 
years by physicians everywhere.) 

Write today for particulars, testimonials and my free 
copyrighted physiological and anatomical book which 
tells you how to correct bow and knock-kneed legs, 
without any obligation. Enclose a dime for postage. 

M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1411 L, W. U, BuHdlng BfngHatwfw. N. Y. 



“Speak then, damn you/’ he cried in- 
sanely. “Tell all you know and be damned 
to you ! Speak — speak — why don’t vou 

speak?” 

I brought the butt of my gun down heav- 
ily upon his head. His grip relaxed, his 
knees wabbled, and he tottered back, the 
headquarters man saving him from falling 
by catching him in his arms. 

I looked into the still face of the Japa- 
nese. Blood was trickling from the corners 
of his mouth. His black eyes, now dull 
and fishy, stared up at me, unseeing. 

Just then a doctor, previously sum- 
moned by the police, came in, black bag 
in hand. I motioned to Iwanami. At once 
the medical man began to administer re- 
storatives. Finally a flickering light showed 
in the dead eyes. Buddy Worster, recov- 
ering consciousness, commenced to moan 
aloud. Iwanami’s lips moved. 

“Hear him squeal,” he said faintly. “Like 
a pig caught in a fence. Yes, Mr. Buddy, 
Iwanami shall talk ” 

Worster, conscious now, struggled madly 
to reach the dying valet’s side. The head- 
quarters man holding him thrust an auto- 
matic against his stomach. 

“Keep still,” he ordered, “or I’ll blow 
this into you.” Worster went limp at the 
threat. He was through. 

“Mr. Simmons,” went on Iwanami, in 
weak, jerky sentences, “listen close. I 
killed John Ross, and stole the money. It 
was a frame-up. Ross wasn’t — Mrs. Wor- 
steds other husband. He never saw her. 
Mr. Buddy killed her — in the library. He 
threw the pistol from the window. We 
framed the defense. We needed a detec- 
tive — to witness the confession. Then Ross 
and I — framed Mr. Buddy — for the hun- 
dred thousand. I had no intention of turn- 
ing in the fake confession before I killed 

Ross ” His voice got thinner and 

thinner. “It was — only a stall ” 

Y OU lie!” shouted Worster. The de- 
tective clapped a hand over his mouth 
for silence. 

“ — Ross and I were to split — the money 
between — us — and pull out. But Ross tried 
to — double-cross me. He and two more. 
But I got him — first. Then one of them — 
came here to get the money. I had taken 

it from Ross — he shot me — in the chest ” 

Then followed a fit of coughing. I 
thought it was the end, but he finally 
quieted, though his voice was failing fast 
when he resumed his confession. 

“Mr. Daddy Worster — Mr. Buddy’s 
father — also — was murdered.” 

An ejaculation of horror escaped from 
Mr. SimmonS, and Buddy Worster groaned. 

“Mr. Buddy and I — by putting typhoid 
germs — into his food. But Mr. Worster — 
had made a new will — leaving all — to his 
wife. Upon her death — the estate went to 
— Mr. Buddy. That’s why he killed 
her ” 

“It’s all a lie!” declared Worster from 
under the detective’s hand. 

“I could have — made a fortune — black- 
mailing Mr. Buddy. But it was not so 
written ” 

Iwanami’s head rolled to one side and 
we heard the death-rattle in his throat. 
He was gone. 

Buddy Worster finally broke down and 
confessed after some grilling. He paid 
for his crime in the chair. Never have I 
been so completely deceived by a man. 



EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
The Muscle Builder 

Author of "Muscle Building" "Science of Wrestling /• 
"Secrets of Strength ” "Here's Health" etc. 

If Vou Were Dying To-Night 

and I offered something that would give you ten years 
more to live, would you take it. You'd grab it. Well, 
fellows, I’ve got it, but don’t wait till you’re dying or it 
won t do you a bit of good. It will then be too late. Right 
now is the time. To-morrow or any day, some disease 
will get you and if you have not equipped yourself to fight 
it off. you’re gone. I don’t claim to cure disease. I am 
not a medical doctor, but I’ll put you in such condition 
that the doctor will starve to death waiting for you to take 
si k. Can you imagine a mosquito trying to bite a brick 
wall? A fine chance. 

A RE-BUILT MAN 

I like to get the weak ones. 1 delight in getting hold of a 
man who has been turned down as hopeless by others. It's 
easy enough to finish a task that’s more than half done. 
But give me the weak, sickly chap and watch him grow 
stronger. That’s what I like. It’s fun to me because I 
know I can do it and I like to give the other follow the 
laugh. I don’t just give you a veneer of muscle that looks 
good to others. I work on you both inside and out. I not 
only put big, massive arms and legs on you, but I build 
up those inner muscles that surround your vital organs. 
The kind that give you real pep and energy, the kind that 
fire you with ambition and the courage to tackle anything 
set before you. 

ALL I ASK IS NINETY DAYS 

Who says It takes years to get in shape? Show' me the 
man who makes any such claims and I’ll make him eat 
his words. 1 'll put one full inch on your arm in just 30 
days. Yes. and two full inches on your chest in the same 
length of time. Meanwhile, I’m putting life and pep into 
your old back-bone. And from then on. just waten ’em 
grow. At the end of thirty days you won’t know yourself. 
Your whole body will take on an entirely different 
appearance. But you’ve only started. Now comes the 
real works. I’ve only built my foundation. I want just 
60 days more (90 in all) and you’ll make those friends of 
yours who think they’re strong look like something the 
cat dragged in. 

A REAL MAN 

When I*m through with you you’re a real man. The 
kind that can prove it. You will be able to do things you 
had thought impossible. And the beauty of it is you keep 
Oil going. Yovir deep f till chest breathes In rich, pure air, 
stimulatin'; your blood and making you just bubble ove* 
with vim and vitality. Your huge square shoulders and 
your massive muscular arms have that craving for the 
exercise of a regular he man. You have the flash to you* 
eye and the pep to your step that will make you admired 
and sought after in both the business and social world. 

This is no idle prattle, fellow’s. If you doubt me. make 
me prove it. Go ahead, I like it. I have already done this 
for thousands of others and my records are unchallenged. 
What I have done for them, I will do for you. Come then, 
for time flies and every day counts. Let this very day b« 
the beginning of new life to you. 

Send for My New 64-Page Bool* 

“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 

It contains forty-eight full-page photographs of myself 
and some of the many prize-winning pupils I have trained. 
Some of these came to me as pitiful weaklings, imploring 
me to help them. Look them over now and you will 
marvel at their present physiques. This book will prove 
an impetus and a real inspiration to you. It w ill thrill you 
through and through. All I ask is 10 cents to cover the 
cost of wrapping and mailing and it is yours to keep. This 
will not obligate you at all, but for the sake of your future 
health and happiness do not put it off. Send to-day- 
right now before you turn this page. 

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 

Dept. 4606 305 Broadway. N, Y. 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 

Dept. 4606, 305 Broadway, New York City 

Dear Sir: — I enclose herewith 10 cents for which yoo 
are to send me. without any obligation on my part what- 
ever, a copy of your latest book, "Muscular Develop- 
ment.*’ (Please wrrite or print plainly.) 


Name.. 

Address. 


.State. 
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The Boss Was Afraid 
to Make Me Foreman 


“He satd he had always liked me and he thought I 
could handle men, but he was afraid to make me 
foreman until I knew more about the work. 

“ ‘Tell you what I’ll do,’ he said. ‘You take up 
a course with the I. C. S. — let me see that you 
really want to prepare yourself for advancement — 
and I’ll promise to keep you in mind the next time 
there’s a good job open.’ 

“That sounded like a good proposition, so I be- 
gan studying with the International Correspondence 
Schools. It changed my whole life. 

“In three months the Boss called me in and said 
he was ready to make me Foreman. Just fourteen 
months after that he went before the Board of Di- 
rectors to urge my appointment as Superintendent 
because he said I knew more about the business than 
anybody else in the plant. 

“I’m making five times as much as I did before 
the Boss woke me up and advised me to take up an 
I. C. S. course and prepare to earn more money.” 

Isn't that good advice for you too ? 

Why don't you take up a home-study course with the 
International Correspondence Schools and get ready for 
a real job at a salary that will enable you to give your 
family the comforts you would like them to have? 

Right at home. In the odds and ends of spare time 
that now go to waste, you can prepare for the position 
you want in the work you like best. At least And out how. 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

Box 3155-B, Scranton, Pcnna. 

Oldest and larpcst correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost, plcaso tell me how I can qualify Tor the 
position or in tho subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


lBusIness Management 
J Industrial Management 
j Personnel Organization 
1 Traffic Management 
3 Business Law 
I] Banking and Banking Law 
J Accountancy ( including C.P.A.) 
1 Nicholson Cost Accounting 
J Bookkeeping 
J Private Secretary 
J Spanish Q French 


H Salesmanship 
^Advertising 
IBetter Letter* 

‘Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
Business English 
Civil Service 
Railway Mall Clerk 
Common School Subject* 
High School Subjects 
Illustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


^Electrical Engineering 
3 Electric Lighting 
J Mechanical Engineer 
J Mechanical Draftsman 
D Machine Shop Practice 
J Railroad Positions 
DQas Engine Operating 
J Civil Engineer 
JSurveylng and Mapping 
J Metallurgy □ Mining 
J Steam Engineering Q Radio 


I Architect 
1 Architects’ Blueprint* 
IContractor and Builder 
j Architectural Draftsman 
] Concrete Builder 
jStructural Engineer 
Chemistry □ Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
I Airplane Engines 
I Agriculture and Poultry 
I Mathematics 


Name... 

Street 

Address. 


6-26-25 


City State 

Occupation 

If you retide in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna - 
t tonal Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited # Montreal 





I Music From Your Finger! This exquisite ring 
I with glittrrm* m:»ny- fspet stones IS A COMU 
I PLETE RADIO SET. Guaranteed to brm* in 
locals clearly wherever you are. or money back. 
f*U Payment to Mr. Rea. ROSS MER- 
CHAND. CORP., P. O. Box 10. Station I (Eye). New York, N. V. 
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ffO toSJSO a Week. 
RADIO EXPERT" 

Got into new big-pay Industry — Radiol II 
you’re earning a penny less than $50 a week, 
write now for AMAZING FREE BOOK 
Telia about great Radio Profession — 
thousands o \ openings — how we train 
you quickly and easily at home in your 
spare time for this xoort that almost Romance f Satis- 
faction guaranteed. Free Employment Service when 
you graduate. Send postcard now for FREE BOOK— 
No obligation. Address; J. E. Smith, President, 
tional Radio Institute, Dept. FR5, Washington, D. C. 


The Nurse Who Played 
Detective 

( Continued from page 23) 

The thing now was to get out. Jane 
was hardly well enough to make a get- 
away, and I knew if I managed to escape 
and leave her it would only hurry things. 
He would be desperate now that he knew 
I suspected something. He might forge 
her signature and then murder her. I 

stood by one of the windows looking out. 
All I could see was green — the tops of 
trees. I could hardly believe that out of 
a montonous workaday world I had been 
thrown into this incredible experience. 

I DARED not scream for help. I might 
let myself down through the window 
by means of the bedclothes tied together, 
hut I doubted if I could get away. I 

might be discovered ; or probably, once 
down, would find myself within garden 
walls and unable to reach the street. Be- 
sides, I hated leaving Jane alone in the 
house, even for an hour. 

I tiptoed out into the hall. Though the 
house on both sides was separated from 
its neighbors by a large yard and tall 
trees, the front of it, as I have said, gave 
directly upon the street. I might drop a 
note from one of the windows, or make 
signs to a passer-by. There were two rooms 
facing the front, both opening into the 
hall. I tried each knob, cautiously, then 
using all my strength. Both doors were 
locked ! 

That night Mr. Paul came into the room. 
He was pleasant and civil ; there was no 
trace of evil intention in looks or voice 
as he inquired as to his niece’s condition. 

“She is getting along fairly well,” I 
said. Jane and I had agreed that she 
must play the invalid as long as possible, 
for I thought he would not let her die 
until she was strong enough to sign. That 
is why, without doubt, he had summoned 
a doctor and nurse in such haste when she 
had been accidentally shot. 

And yet, why not let her die? If he 
were her uncle and next of kin, would he 
not have inherited from her, even without 
a will? Did he know of some other heir, 
and was he so insistent on that account? 

I was alarmed when, after looking criti- 
cally over at his niece, he said, “Will you 
kindly leave us for a few minutes? I wish 
to see my niece alone.” 

What was I to do? If I refused to 
leave, he would doubtless take measures 
to remove me. 

As I shut the door behind me, I saw 
on a pedestal in the hall a bronze vase. 
My hands closed on this. A powerful 
weapon, even in the hands of a woman. 
One blow with this might kill a man. I 
resolved if any harm came to Jane that 
night, her uncle would not leave her room 
alive. Even if I were murdered by the 
man Crew later. 

A long time after, it seemed, I tried 
the knob softly. The door was locked 
from the inside, and neither an eye to the 
keyhole nor an ear to the panel told me 
anything. I sat down on the topmost step 
of the stairway, clutching the bronze orna- 
ment. It was almost pitch-dark in the 
hall, and the house was silent as the grave. 

It was late when he came out. I 
hurried back, fearing what I should find, 
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This new self-massaging 
belt not only makes you 
look thinner INSTANTLY 
— but quickly takes off rolls 
of excess fat. 

"P\IET is weakening — drugs 
^ are dangerous — strenuous 
reducing exercises are liable to 
strain your heart. The only 
safe method of reducing is 
massage. This method sets up 
a vigorous circulation that 
seems to melt away the surplus 
fat. The Weil Reducing Belt, 
made of special reducing rub- 
ber. produces exactly the 
same results as a skilled 
masseur, only quicker and 
cheaper. 

Every move you make 
causes the Weil Belt 
to gently massage your 
abdomen. Results are 
rapid, because this 
belt works for you 
every second. 

Fat Replaced by 
Normal Tissue 

From 4 to 6 inches 
of flabby fat usually 
vanishes within just a 
few weeks. Only solid 
normal tissue remains. The 
Weil Reducing Belt is en- 
dorsed by physicians because 
it not only takes off fat, but 
corrects stomach disorders, 
constipation, backache, 
shortness of breath and puts 
sagging internal organs back 
into place. 



Special 10-Day Trial Offer 


Send no money. Write for detailed description and 
testimonials from delighted users. Write at once. Special 
10-day trial offer. The Weil Company, 1026 Hill Street. 
New Haven, Conn. 

THE WEIL COMP" 

1026 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn. 

Gentlemen: Please send tnc complete description of 

the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt, and also your Special 
10 - Day Trial Offer. 

Name 

Address- 

City State 
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90— A Week 


Just out. New complete line of 
waterproof, greaseproof, stainproof aprons 
for everyone, and 35 other money-making 
rublicr specialties. Direct from Akron, the 
Rubber City. Year round demand. Show 
samples. Get orders on the si>ot troin 
homes, stores, factories, shops, etc. Big 
Profits. Best values. Mrs. Martin, W. 
Va., made $30 in one day. Jos. Brand. Ohio, 
made $10.43 in one hour. You can do it. 
Outfit Rll/FN to workers. No experience nood- 

uuim uivcn ^ M . k . money fMt Fun or 

■pore time. We show you how. Send name and 
addresn quick for rxcluMve territory and Free 

Outfit Offer. WRITK TODAY. 

KRISTEE MFG. CO.. 346 Bar St.. Akron. O. 


BE SLIM, BE LITHE 



Drink a few cups of Sa-Bu Tea morn- 
ing and evening with your meals, no 
exercising, no dieting, no harmful 
drugs. By adding a little sugar and 
ice and lemon or lime, you can enjoy 
a most healthful and cooling sum- 
mer drink. Sa-Bu Tea is compound- 
ed from roots, herbs and sea weeds 
from the ocean floor. Try a package 
and your reducing worries will be 
over. Direct to you in plain package 
on receipt of $1.00 — three packages 
for $2.00. THE SA-BU TEA CO.. 
500 Superior W. Cleveland, O* 
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my usually calm body a mass of nerves. 
The girl was lying back, exhausted, her 
face white, her eyes black-circled, her lips 
open. I felt her pulse, and, alarmed at 
its feebleness, hastened to give her a stim- 
ulant. 

“What has he been doing to you, honey ?” 
I asked. 

“Talking — and I’m so tired.” 

“You didn’t give in?” 

“No! I’ll hold out as long as I can. 
But he says he’s coming every night. 

And now that I’m stronger, I’m afraid ” 

She held up a weak arm, and on it I 
saw great bruises along its entire length. 

“The cur ! The scoundrel ! The old 
devil !” I cried. Evidently he meant to 
torture her into signing that will. His 
need must be both pressing and desperate. 

“Don’t do it, honey; we’ll find some way 
out. Don’t you worry. Go to sleep, and 
to-morrow we’ll be able to plan something.” 

I wasn’t sure of this, but I was alarmed 
at her condition, and I wanted her to have 
a rest. 

1 didn’t sleep much that night. A ter- 
rible wind-storm came up, and I could hear 
the limbs of the great trees swishing out- 
side and the rain beating on the pane all 
night. Toward morning I heard a crash 
outside, but the night was too black for 
me to see anything. 

Next morning it was clear and fine, witli 
the sun coming in, and as I went to the 
window my heart leaped. During the night 
the wind had broken a limb of one of the 
trees, and a great space yawned in the 
sea of green. Through it I could see the 
next house. My low cry startled Jane. 

“What is it?” 

“Honey, a window! Just opposite, in 
the house next door.” The girl, excited, 
struggled up into a sitting position to try 
and see, but I made her lie down. I 
pulled the shade and drew the curtains to- 
gether until the old woman came with our 
breakfast, “shushing” her as she came in 
with the tray, as if for fear she would 
awaken Jane. But later, when she had 
taken the trays away, I took my stand near 
the window. I determined not to let the 
neighboring window get out of my sight 
all day. There was little enough chance 
of being able to signal, or of making my- 
self understood if I should be able to sig- 
nal. And at any time the rift in the green 
might be discovered. It was not visible 
from the ground, but if Crew should find 
the fallen branch lie would investigate. 

T HE neighboring window remained cur- 
tained and blank all day. When the 
old woman brought lunch, again my fears 
were aroused lest she might catch a 
glimpse of the opposite window, which, 
to my acutely strained consciousness, 
seemed horribly conspicuous. But I man- 
aged to keep myself between it and her, 
and the closely drawn curtains of our own 
window did the rest. And I resumed my 
vigil. 

Did you ever sit and watch something 
steadily for hours at a time? It was an 
almost unbearable strain. My eyes felt 
as if they were pulling out of my head, 
and my neck began to grow stiff. Every 
now and then Jane would say, “Do you 
see anything?” like the old story of Sis- 
ter Anne, who could see only the blue 
sky and the waving grass. Well, all I 
saw was net and silk curtains — until about 


I’d Be Bald Today 

-but a sleepy 
telephone girl 
saved me 


Sixty days ago I hardly had a handful of hair 
left. Then one night I tried to get a number 
from a drowsy telephone operator. I didn’t get 
the number — But I Did Get a Wonderful New 
Growth of Hair in the Most Unexpected Way! 


“There’s another combful of hair gone,” I 
said to Mary. 

“Oh, you’re worrying yourself bald,” Mary 
replied. 

“Worry or no worry," I exploded, “I’m 
actually ashamed to take my hat off." 

“Oh, forget it, and get Alice on the ’phone. 
She wants us to dinner tomorrow.” 

I picked up the receiver. “Hello," said a 
man’s voice. “Howdy, Jack," another gruff 
voice replied. 

Some sleepy operator had put me on a busy 
wirel I started to hang up when Jack 
whoever he was, called out, “ How's your old 
bald head?” 

This was good and I decided to listen. 

“It isn’t bald,” came the answer. 

“What’s happened — have you bought a 
wig?” 

“No, I haven’t bought a wig. I’ve got a 
brand new growth of real, honest- to-good ness 
hair." 

And while I listened he explained how he had 
been using a wonderful new treatment per- 
fected by Alois Merke — founder of the famous 
Merke Institute, Fifth Avenue, New York. 
This treatment, he said, got right down to the 
cause of baldness — the dormant roots them- 
selves. In 30 days he could see new hair 
coming in, and in 60 days every bald spot was 
being rapidly covered. 

That was enough for me. I remembered 
having seen an ad on the Merke Treatment in one 
of the magazines. So I immediately dug it up and 
mailed the coupon. 

The first two or three times I used the treatment 
I began to notice that my hair didn’t fall out as 
much as it used to. But a 
little later l got the big- 
gest surprise of my life. 
For I looked in the mir- 
ror — and there sprout- 
ing right up from my 
once scantily - covered 
scalp was a fine, downy 
growth of healthy 
young hair. 

Each evening I de- 
voted IS minutes to 
the treatment at home. 
And day after day I 
could see this new hair 
getting thicker and 
thicker. In a month's 
time there was the 
most surprising dif- 
ference. And at the end 
of sixty days I had re- 
gained a wonderful 
new, healthy growth 
of hair. 


READ THIS! 

"Mv hair was coming out 
at an alarming rate, but 
after four or five treat- 
ments I noticed this was 
checked. My hair is 
coming in thicker and 
looks and feels full of life 
and vigor.” — W. C., 
Great Neck. N. Y. 

"I used the Cap for 60 
days, when to my great 
surprise I could see a new 
coat of hair coming and 
now my hair is very near 
as good as it was when 
it first started to come 
out.” — J. C. R., Engle- 
wood, N. J. 

( Original of above letters 
on file at the Institute.) 


the Secret 



Accordingto Merke 
in most baldness the 
hairrootsarenotdead. 
but merely dormant 
— temporarily asleep. 

Now to make a sickly 
tree grow you would 
not think of rubbing 
growing fluid on the 
leaves. Yet that is what 
I had been doing when I 
used to douse my head 
with tonics, salves, etc. To 
make a tree grow you must 
nourish the roots. And it’s 
exactly the same with the 
hair. 

This new treatment which 
Merke perfected after 17 years' 
experience in treating baldness, 
is the first and only practical me- 
thod of getting right down to the hair roots and 
nourishing them. 

At the Merke Institute many have paid as high as 
$500 for the same results that may now be secured 
in any home in which there is electricity — at a cost of 
only a few cents a day. 

Merke frankly admits that his treatment will not 
grow hair in every case. There are some cases that 
nothing in the world can help. But so many others 
have regained hair this new way, that he absolutely 
guarantees to produce an entirely new growth in 
30 days — or the trial is free. And you are the sole 
judge of whether his method works or not. 

Coupon Brings You Full Details 

Thi9 story is typical of the results that great num- 
bers of people are securing with the Merke Treatment. 

“The New Way to Make Hair Grow.” is the title 
of a vitally interesting 34-page book describing the 
treatment. It will be sent you entirely free, if you 
simply mail the coupon below. 

This little book explains all about the treatment, 
shows what it as already done for countless others, 
and in addition contains much valuable information 
on the care of the hair and scalp. Mail the coupon 
now. Address Allied Merke Institute, Inc., Dept. 
1276. 512 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C. 

ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTE, Inc., 

Dept. 1276, 512 Fifth Ave., New York City. 

Please send me — without cost or obligation — a 
copy of your book. "The New Way to Make Hair 
Grow,” describing the Merke System. 

Name 

Address 

City State 


NO JOKE TO BE DEAF 

^E^-Every Deaf Person Knows That 

make myself hear. after bring deaf for 26 rear*, 

mt ” with thane Artificial Ear 

^ fDrumn. Iwear them day 
HI IK land night. stop h.-sd 

•I 1 >;• v Hu2sh 

K* |k< are perfect ly corn t . .rtahl.-, N c < jMp 

one them. Write me ai.d 

■r J 1 will tell you a true etory, 

Add?ii b ° Wlm ‘ k ° Mediated £ar Drum 

Bk ' WcEO. P. WAY, Artificial Ear DrumCo. (Inc.) 

Hoffman Bid*.. 2639 Weed ward. Detroit. Mich. 

KREMOLA 
FACE BLEACH 

Positively eradicates from the skin all tan, moth 
patches, sallow complexion, pimples, eczema, etc. 
At drug and dept, stores or by mail. Price $1.25. 
BEAUTY BOOKLET FREE. 

DR. C. H. BERRY CO. 

2977 Michigan Ave. Chicago, Ilia 

MustMenfear4o? 

65% of all men past middle age, authoritieslsay, nave pros- 
tate gland disorder. Here is the known cause of frequent 
nightly risings, aches in the back and legs, 
eriatica. weakness and lack of vitality. Now a new 
srientilic. drutrleiis hygiene uatinliy restores this 
K'land to normal f unctionin* without medicine or 
electric ray. I'lMl'M men have toond quick relief 
and Kratef u 1 recovery. !<r h KKK hook / 

Addre.H Electro Thermal Company, 3858 /^H| 

Main St., Steubenville, Ohio., Western Ad- /OaT37/ 
dress. Suite 38- A. 711 Van Nuys Bldg.. IF/ 

Enlarged Noaeporea. Pirn- 
plea. Blackheads, Red Nose, 

Oily Skin, Sallow Complexion 
and other miserable local skin 
affections will be quickly reme- 
died and overcome with M. Tril- 
ety’s A.B.A. Lotion, leaving the 
skin in a clean, dear and natural 
healthy condition. No sticky or 
oily substance, but refreshing 
and fragrant. Applied at night. 
A 3- OS. bottle went on receipt of f.76. 

Address M.Trilety, 
89W.U. Bid*. Kin* hum ton. N. Y. 

El 


100 


Play 

war 

^ on the 

Saxophone 

x \ Become a musician so quickly as 
to astound everyone. Ix-arn by 
* playing real music — instead of tire- 

some "exercises.” You’ll soon be- 
come the most popular person in 
your "set/' 

New Easy Method 

is a revelation. Nothing else like it for 
thoroughness and rapidity. So simple that 
young and old find it easy to play with 
amazing skill. No "trick music" 
— but actual notes, learned 
quickly right in your own home. 

FREE BOOK and 
Demonstration Lesson 

offers this wonderful musical op- 
portunity. Send for them to- 
day before copies are exhausted. 
You’ll be astounded, thrilled, 
fascinated, at this easy, rapid 
way to become a veritable mas- 
ter of your favorite instrument. 
Instruments supplied when 
ne eded, cash or credit. 

uTsTsCHOOL of" MUSIcT 4396A Brun swiclTiuTid'infT NewTorkCity 

Send me your amazing free book. "Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home.” with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane. Also, Demonstration Lesson. This docs not put 
me under any obligation. 

Name 

Address 



LEARN TO FLAT ANT 

INSTKIMK.NT 

I’Uns 

Mandolin 

Or if *n 

Drum* and 

Violin 

Trap* 

ItEnJo 

Harmony and 

Clarinet 

Composition 

Mate 

Slrht Staffing: 

llarp 

I'knlete 

Cornet 

Piccolo 

Cello 

Trombone 

Collar 

Naaopbone 

> olee anil Speech Culture 

Plano Accordion 


(Pleaae Write Plainly.) 


Have you 

Instrument this Inst?.. 


Do You Want $90 a Week ? 

If so. we will put you In permanent, profitable, dignified 
shoe business of your own that will pay you that much and 
more. No investment or experience needed. We have 
made hundreds independent. Write for FREE details. 

Style-Arch Shoe Co., Desk 104-G, Cincinnati, O. 
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for Men or Women 

Big Money for you quick showing my big’ 
lino of charming ladies’ silk lingerie ^ 
and hose, receiving profits in advance. 

No experience required. Miss Grace 
.Tames averaged $36 a day spare time. 
R.G. Thompson earned $33 in 1 day. The 
secret of success is offering exclusive 
articles that women love at sight. 

PRINCESS 
RADIUM 
Lingerie and Hose 

Then* dainty varments, exclusive in deoitrn, not 
carried by any store, our low manufacturer ‘e di- 
rect prices unbeatable. Splendid opportunity, 
hiv cash, quick; writ* for exclusive territory, 

I) ii i Ida steady income. District manager swan ted, 
territorial rights going fast, don't delay, 
write now. 

ROBERTS-FRANK & CO. 

1733 Irving Park Blvd. Dept. 4006 Chicago 




:»T PRICES! 

Don’t send a penny with your order. We will ship this 
handsome nng to you. C. O. D. the first monthly pay- 
ment of $5.00. Then pay the balance in equal monthly 
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four o’clock, when someone came to the 
window and opened it. 

I raised the sash and screen of our win- 
dow, and stood there, not daring to lean 
out nor to call lest I should be seen or 
heard from below. And I waved a towel 
desperately, eventually catching the per- 
son’s eye. 

From her cap and apron I knew she 
was a maid. She looked stupidly at me, 
finally decided I was trying to be friendly, 
and waved back. I did everything I could 
to hold her attention, but I despaired of 
being able to convey anything to her. She 
probably thought I was crazy. 

As she stood there stupidly watching 
me, I got an idea like a beam of light 
falling into a dark cellar. I remembered 
the old sign language we used to use at 
school. It’s the same with children all 
over the country, and I banked on her 
being able to understand it. It was pretty 
far away to be able to read a person’s 
fingers, but I tried it, holding my hands 
up so that she could see them. 

There is no doubt she thought I was a 
maniac. But by and by I could see that 
she was beginning to grasp the fact that 
I was trying to talk to her. I placed a 
finger on my lips to prevent her calling 
to me, then I spelt out, slowly and exag- 
geratedly, “Get pencil and write what I 
tell you.” 

After I repeated this several times, she 
nodded, and disappeared. I waited in an 
agony of doubt, to see if she would come 


back. Jane, on the bed, lay rigid with 
hope and fear. I could hear her breath- 
ing where I stood. Finally, when I had 
begun to despair, the maid appeared again, 
holding up a pencil and paper. 

I SPELT out “Get word immediately to 
Bevis Cole, 1949-a Ralston Street. Jane 
is in danger. Serious.” I spelt this over 
and over, while the girl wrote laboriously. 
She was a foolish thing, quite young, and 
evidently thought it was all a joke, and 
was afraid her mistress would catch her 
and scold her. 

Jane’s relief was pathetic. “Now we 
will be all right,” she kept saying. “Bevis 
will come and get us out.” I felt rest- 
less and excited, but there was nothing to 
do hut to wait. To our relief, Mr. Paul 
didn’t come to the room that evening. As 
it grew later, our anxiety became greater. 
By now the maid could have gotten the 
message to Bevis, and he had had time to 
do something. If he understood about Jane 
being in danger, surely he would get as- 
sistance and penetrate to his fiancee in 
spite of anything that Mr. Paul or Crew 
could say or do. There was nothing to 
he done but wait until to-morrow, and 
then signal the girl again, trying in some 
way to impress her with the seriousness 
of the situation. 

I was tired from the strain of the past 
twenty- four hours, and slept early and 
heavily that night. I awoke dazed and 
heavy-headed; as I moved, a ghastly feel- 
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ing of nausea assailed me, and for a while 
I lay blinking and trying to collect my 
wits. Then I suddenly perceived that in- 
stead of being in Jane’s room I was lying 
on a mattress in a dim, cobwebby space. 
Springing up, I staggered around for a 
moment as I struggled to get a grip on 
myself. Too well I knew what had hap- 
pened. I had been drugged, apparently 
with my supper, and while I slept Jane 
had been removed. Where was she? 
Would I reach her in time to save her 
life? 

I was in the attic of the house, well 
out of the way, so that no sound of the 
moving might penetrate to my drugged 
consciousness. I kne\£, even before I ran 
down-stairs and into Jane’s room, that the 
girl was gone. The house was empty. 
Empty, silent, sinister. Sick and sluggish 
as I was, I dared not even make myself 
a cup of coffee. I feared to touch any food 
in this house of terror. Going to the back. 
I found the garage open, and the car gone. 

I stopped long enough to put on my hat 
and coat, lest I should appear too wild, 
and ran out to look for a public phone, 
where I might get a message to Bevis. 
I found a drug-store in the next block, 
and, as I entered the booth, I noticed the 
clock over the counter said midday. I 
had had a long, though involuntary, sleep. 
I got Bevis’ hoarding-house at last, hut 
the landlady who answered the phone said 
that he was out of town. She added that 
somebody had rung up for him last night 
with some kind of a mixed message about 
a jane, and asked if I was the one. 

I WAS in a dilemma then, hut I thought 
quickly, and finally asked her where he 
worked. She told me the office of the 
Morning Times, and I rang up there. 

They said that he was over in Glen- 
wood, covering a big riot trial. I asked 
them to switch over another reporter to 
the case, as I had to get him home at 
once, as a member of his family was dying. 
They gave me the number where he could 
he reached, and I put in a long-distance 
call. In about fifteen minutes I got him. 

I told him to take the next train home, 
as Jane was in trouble and needed him. 
Neither of us wasted any words. “There’s 
no train until five, hut I’ll get a car.” 

I had breakfast, and the food and out- 
door air began to dispel the effects of the 
drug. I resolved to do some investigating 
while I waited. I went back to the old 
house — I didn’t feel any too easy at enter- 
ing it again — and began to go over it from 
top to bottom, in the hope of finding some 
clue. 

“Now, stop a minute,” I said, “and think 
systematically. They took her off during 
the night, when the streets would he de- 
serted. They naturally wanted to keep her 
quiet, so they doped her, just as they doped 
me. But — I wonder if they knew that 
it took almost a double dose of the drug 
to affect her?” 

In the meanwhile I was going "all over 
her room carefully. A coat and shoes were 
gone. The room was upset, but there 
wasn’t a thing that told me anything more 
than I knew already. Then I saw Bevis’ 
picture face down on the dressing-table, 
and I set it up automatically. Then I 
jumped. There was a reason why it had 
been laid face down. Across it were some 
blood smears, and when I looked at it 
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closer it seemed as if someone had been 
trying to write a word. I could make out 
an i and an c, and an s at the end. 

I thought this over, standing there star- 
ing at the picture. Slowly I began to 
figure it out. Jane wasn’t as doped as 
they thought she was, hut she concealed 
the fact from them. Perhaps one of them 
had dropped some clue as to their destina- 
tion, and she had tried to leave a mes- 
sage! She thought of the picture as a 
likely place for me to find it, and turned 
it down so that they wouldn’t notice the 
smears upon it. Even if they had, they 
would hardly have thought it meant any- 
thing. But where did she get the blood? 

T HE bell rang just about this time, and 
I guessed it was Bevis, and went down 
to let him in. It was he, sure enough, 
out of breath from running. As soon as 
I saw him I felt better right away. He 
had a fine, healthy color and a husky body, 
and I knew that I couldn’t have a better 
partner in the undertaking that was before 
me. 

We stood in the hall while I told him 
the story. And then I was sorry I had 
been so abrupt, though I knew there was 
no time to lose. I grabbed him by the 
arm and steadied him. “Get a grip on 
yourself, son,” I said. “You can faint 
afterward. They’ve got about fourteen 
hours’ start of us, I figure, and we haven’t 
time to wring our hands and mourn. Now, 
von know something about that old be- 
devil ; where do you think would be the 
most likely place he’d take her?” 

I never saw a boy change so in five 
minutes. But he was game. 

“I don’t know.” He thought awhile, 
and I was glad to see his mouth stop 
twitching and get firm again. “I never 
did like him — must have had a hunch he 
was rotten. I came here over a week ago, 
but he told me Jane had gone away on a 
visit, and would be gone for some time. I 

thought it was queer she didn’t write ” 

“From what you know of him, do you 
believe him capable of murdering her?” I 
saw his face go white at the word, but he 
answered calmly enough. 

“In my reporting experience, I’ve come 
to believe that almost anybody could do 
almost anything. And she’s a rich girl 
in her own right. It may he only a threat 
he is making, but I wouldn’t take a chance 
on it.” 

“Then it’s true that she has money of 
her own?” 

“Unfortunately, too true. I have often 
wished she hadn’t.” 

“But her own uncle; you can hardly 
believe a man would murder one of his 
own blood.” 

“He isn’t. He’s not a relative of hers 
at all. He’s only an in-law. Married her 
aunt.” 

I had never thought of that, and it made 
things look even worse. That was why, 
of course, he needed a will. He would 
have no claim on her fortune otherwise. 

Then I told Bevis about the marks I 
had found across the face of his picture. 
“It looks to me as if she had been try- 
ing to write something with a finger 
dipped in blood.” I said. “But I can’t 
make out what it is.” 

AS he came into her room. I saw his 
** face twitch again. But he was a 
game young fellow, level-headed and clear- 
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thinking. As I had told him, he had no 
time to feel bad now ; he needed energy 
and some quick brain-work. He took the 
picture in his hands and studied it, and 
by and by he rubbed the back of his hand 
across one eye, and I turned away. But 
when he spoke his voice was steady and 
crisp. 

“I get an i and an c, and the first let- 
ter looks like an /,” he announced. “What 
message did she leave? Look — there’s an 
cs at the end. And — look here, what do 
you think of this for a /»? li — c /> — cs, 
Little Pines. That’s it !” 

“What’s ‘Little Pines’?” I asked. 

“A place about ninety miles above here, 
in the pine forest.” He moved abruptly. 
“Let’s go.” 

“They must have gone in their car. Is 
it such a car as we could trace easily?” 

“A big, blue, seven-passenger sedan, with 
tan upholstery. Oh, yes, I would know it 
anywhere.” 

There were no taxis around, but a call 
over the druggist’s phone got us one in 
about fifteen minutes. As soon as the taxi 
came, we rushed to a detective agency. 
Bevis put the whole affair up to the chief. 
He rang up his office and the two other 
daily papers to splash descriptions over 
their front pages; got a lawyer, and we 
set out in a hired car, five of us, includ- 
ing two plain-clothes men, for Little Pines. 

It was too much to hope for any trace 
of a car leaving a great city like this, but 
once near Little Pines the trail would grow 
clearer, we hoped. On the country road, 
a big 1)1 ue car would have been noticed. 
It was a little before four when we left 
the city, and we hoped to reach Little 
Pines around eight. 

That was a queer drive we took. Five 
of us shut into a high-powered car that 
raced over the roads at a speed that sent 
us bouncing and jolting back and forth. 
No time to lose — no time to lose — the 
wheels kept saying with every turn. The 
detective agency had telephoned ahead to 
the authorities at Little Pines to be on 
the watch for anything suspicious that 
might appear, but we had to remember 
that Mr. Paul had been gone just about 
sixteen hours, and sixteen hours is a long 
time. My one hope was that the girl had 
not signed. 

“I found out something that has im- 
pressed me still further as to the serious- 
ness of the situation,” Bevis told us as 
we rode along. “Her uncle has been spec- 
ulating heavily in the stock-market, and I 
don’t believe he lias a thing of his own 
left. He’s deep in debt, and I understand 
he has mortgaged some of her property — 
lie’s her guardian, you know — and one of 
the notes is coming due in thirty days. 
Hence, his hurry. He’s got to produce 
around fifty thousand in a month or get 
shown up.” 

IT was dark when we reached Little Pines. 

It was a small town set deep in the 
pines, with a Main Street and electric 
lights, and a general air of prosperity. 
The local officers told us that no car of 
that description, nor people such as those 
we were trailing, had been seen in or near 
Little Pines. 

This was a blow. We had been fairly 
sure of finding some traces of the car or 
its occupants, though we might have known 
that Mr. Paul would manage to cover 
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his tracks in some way. With the aid 
of the local officers, we went over that 
town and its environs as if with a vacuum 
cleaner. But we didn’t find a thing. I 
went to the hotel and to bed. I don’t 
know what Bevis did, but I know he didn’t 
go to the hotel nor did he sleep. We 
all met at breakfast next morning in the 
hotel dining-room, and the men looked like 
they had had a night of it. Bevis needed 
a shave, and his eyes were red and hollow ; 
but he knew just about as much as he 
had known the night before. 

While we were eating breakfast, a 
woman showed up with a little girl. They 
had come into town that morning from 
their home in the backwoods, to sell vege- 
tables, and had heard some people talking 
about the affair. So she told us she 
thought there might be something to what 
she had seen the morning before. 

On rising before day to milk her cows, 
she had observed, on the road beyond, a 
flivver pass. She had noticed it, not only 
because it was barely daylight and cars 
did not often pass on this lonely cut-off 
at dawn, but because in the car there were 
two men and two women and one of the 
latter was lying in the other’s arms. She 
was either sick or had fainted. It seemed 
queer to the watcher, carrying a sick 
woman over these sand roads deeper into 
the lonely woods. 

But the flivver! And they had left the 
city in a limousine. “I’m all kinds of a 
fool !” Bevis cried. “I might have known 
he’d change cars !’’ 

As we left the hotel, a long-distance 
message from the city told of the finding 
of a large, blue, fawn-upholstered, seven- 
passenger sedan in a thinly populated out- 
lying district. 

As wc were getting into our car, bun- 
dling in with us the woman and child as 
guides, the town marshal came up with a 
fresh piece of information. A man had 
remembered renting, a week back, a shack 
he owned in the woods to a stranger. 

Ten miles through loose, sandy roads, 
and at the end — what? Thirty-four hours 
had elapsed — thirty-four hours in which 
much of evil could be accomplished. Would 
we find them there in that dismal cabin 


among the lonely pines? Or would they 
be gone, and our search have to start anew? 

T HE house was a mile off the road, and 
that mile had to be walked. We left 
the car, and the procession advanced as 
silently as possible. No one spoke. And 
now we saw the cabin. Nearer — a window 

was open — were they there — or 

Even when I think of it now, I can’t 
get what happened clear in my mind. I 
know there was running, and the men call- 
ing to the women to get back, and I was 
running around dodging shots. There was 
a sound of popping bullets. I kept think- 
ing, as I ran, that Mr. Paul did not mean 
to be taken alive. It repeated itself over 
and over again in my brain, in a blind sort 
of way, that if I didn’t get there in a 
hurry he’d have time to kill Jane. He 
wouldn’t want her left alive to talk. I re- 
member telling Bevis that, while he kept 
yelling to me to go back, and shooting be- 
tween yells. His face was red and great 
streams of sweat running down. They said 
afterward that I was the first inside the 
hut. 

There was poor Jane, crouching in a 
corner, her face white, and terror in her 
eyes. I thought at first she had been shot, 
and screamed a warning at Bevis as he 
gathered her into his arms. 

“Look here, nurse, see if you can do 
something for this one,” one of the men 
said, as he bent over a form stretched on 
the floor. But I didn’t need my profes- 
sional training to see that Uncle Paul was 
done for. 

It was just a piece of luck that one of 
our bullets had reached Mr. Paul before 
he had had time to get to his niece. Other- 
wise, there mightn’t have been such a happy 
ending to this story. 

Jane had run a pair of manicure scis- 
sors into a finger-tip to get blood to write 
the message on the photograph. 

We don’t talk much of that time when 
we get together now. And I’ve had a 
hundred cases since, hut not one that in- 
terested me as much as the one when Bevis 
Junior made his entrance into this world, 
with the nurse who played detective for a 
godmother. 


Why I Killed My 22 Wives 

( Continued front page 43) 


I demanded. “If you ever take advantage 
of my absence to spy upon my actions, or 
open the black hag, then you’ll carry its 
secrets with you down into hell !” 

“Do I understand that you are threat- 
ening me?” she queried. 

Elizabeth must have seen a strange glit- 
ter in my eyes. She turned pale as I 
spoke. 

“Scarcely that, my dear. I am not quite 
the obvious sort of Bluebeard you imagine. 
I am just giving you words of warning. 
I’m different from other men. I’m not 
used to being crossed. When I’m crossed 
I'm exceedingly dangerous. Now mind 
your own affairs, my dear, and let me warn 
you again. If you show one particle of 
curiosity as to my affairs; if you inter- 
fere in matters which concern me only; 
you are in danger. And hear in mind that 
you are encircled by a power that is abso- 
lutely ruthless if you are caught spying.” 


She looked at me, incredulous, surprised. 
There was a silence of some minutes. Then 
she rose and, crossing the room, twined 
her arm about me. “Forgive me, Walter. 
Let us be happy.” 

I welcomed her returning confidence as 
a sign of relaxation of her curiosity, and 
at the same time I planned her early de- 
parture. 

“I know you have been lonesome, dear,” 
I observed sympathetically, “hut your life 
will soon be pleasant and happy.” 

A few days later Elizabeth Hess left 
Oakland for Los Angeles, while I once 
more descended from the train at Santa 
Barbara, to see Nina Deloney and arrange 
to move to Santa Monica with her. 

Nina threw her arms about me, fever- 
ishly hugging me. I could feel her tremble. 

“Oh, Charles, I’m so glad you have 
come ! I have been living in shadows.” 

She sank into a chair, wringing her 
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hands, and went on : “Oh, it is ter- 

rible. I have a presentiment of a horrible 
death !” 

“My dear girl,” I protested, “why such 
foreboding thoughts? I feel sure that any 
bodily harm to you is the most unlikely 
thing in the world.” 

Two days later I had Nina comfortably 
installed in apartments in Santa Monica. 
I told her that I was compelled to take 
a week’s trip, and that on my return we 
would take an auto trip of several weeks’ 
duration, visiting my sheep-ranch, and take 
a trip into Mexico. I hastened to Los 

Angeles, paid my respects to Mrs. S , 

and then visited the cafe where Claudia 
Vincent was employed. 

I took a seat at a small table with rose- 
shaded lights and beckoned Miss Vincent. 
She was pleased to see me, and praised 
my thoughtfulness, thanking me for so 
many kind remembrances. 

“Claudia,” I whispered, losing no time, 
“I have just returned from a very danger- 
ous mission. What if I should not have 
come back? Would you have cared?” 
“Why, how you talk !” she murmured 
reproachfully. “Of course, I would have 
cared. You have been so good to me, and 
I was so rude to you.” 

“But, Claudia,” I persisted, anguish in 
my voice, “don’t you know I love you?” 
“Why, of course I do,” she answered 
with a silvery laugh. “You have told me 
-so every time we have met.” 

Claudia’s long lashes dropped, and a 
radiant smile deepened the dimples in her 
rosy cheeks as she hastily arranged my 
place and handed me the menu card. 

“You know,” she went on, “I’ll be fired 
for talking so long with you.” 

That evening we took an auto trip to 
see my “properties,” and I persuaded 
Claudia to become my wife. 

Two days later, as we were crossing the 
border line, Miss Vincent thrust out her 
hand suddenly and gripped my arm. 

“Please turn back, I’m frightened!” she 
cried. “Why are you going into Mexico?” 
I stared at her for a moment, her atti- 
tude was so unexpected, her questioning 
so fierce. 

“My dear Claudia,” I began. 

She suddenly tightened her grip on both 
of my arms. “You must take me back. 
You ” 

“No, my dear,” I interrupted, “we are 
going to be married in old Mexico. I 
have a big ranch here and I’m interested 
in large holdings. What has come over 
you? Why this sudden fright?” 

L ISTEN,” she answered, “I’ve been told 
* these Mexicans are bad, and that 
they kill and steal white women. There 
are so many inaccessible places where white 
l>eople seldom go, and where the arm of 
the law cannot reach. Suppose they should 
kill you, what would become of me? A 
fate worse than death.” 

“Nonsense, my dear,” I replied. “I am 
well known and highly esteemed by the 
Mexicans. Presently you will see the beau- 
tiful place where we are going. To-night 
we will he married by the Padre. Lull 
your fears.” 

She relaxed her grip on my arm, and a 
gleam of hopefulness shone in her pretty 
eyes. 

The setting sun had caught the top of 
^“Senor Manuel’s” fortress and played on 
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it till it seemed like a sheet of silver. 
When we arrived at the bordering stone 
wall, Claudia turned around and looked 
back along the narrow, serpentine road. 

“We have come a long distance, and not 
a house to be seen,” she remarked. 

Senor Manuel came strolling down the 
terrace to greet us. Several Mexicans were 
lounging and smoking in the garden. There 
was a tropical atmosphere around the 
shelter of the house. There were beds of 
rare flowers, fragrant roses of all vari- 
eties and colors, masses of violets — a little 
oasis of beautiful colors and perfume. 

Senor Manuel, with a low bow, said : 
“My dear distinguished guests, accept my 
sincere apologies for appearances.” 

The rooms indicated a wild time — wine 
bottles strewn everywhere, and other evi- 
dences of a several days’ carouse. 

The color left Claudia's face; her eyes 
were asking questions. 

“Please,” she begged, “take me away 
from here. These men frighten me. Oh, 
please, Mr. Newton, you have said such 
wonderful, beautiful things to me I want 
to lxrlieve in you.” 

At that moment she looked divinely 
beautiful, with her lithe, slender body, her 
pleading parted lips, and soft, tremulous 
eyes. 

“My dear girl,” I said, “you remember 
the day you played with me in Hollywood? 
A prank you called it. You have felt my 
power since. I have made you obey my 
every wish. Now I am playing a prank on 
you !” 

A look of horror crept into her eyes. 
“What do you mean?” she screamed. 
The Mexicans enjoyed this little drama. 
“These gentlemen are all suitors for your 
hand in marriage. The highest bidder 
wins you.” 

OD have pity !’’ she wailed, with the 
vJ madness of despair. “You inhuman 
monster. You are the vilest, blackest speci- 
men of sin living. Surely a just God will 
make you suffer for this abominable deed.” 
Turning to the Mexicans, with out- 
stretched arms, she exclaimed : “Gentle- 

men, in the name of God, I beg of you, 
I implore you, to save me from this mon- 
ster. I am an American. My country will 
reward you.” 

Manuel, with a smile, spoke up: “The 

Sehorita is excited. A beautiful home with 
servants awaits you; a nobleman to wor- 
ship you.” 

Suddenly her eyes blazed fire. Without 
a word of warning she seized a blade lying 
on the table and with the fury of a wild 
animal threw herself upon me. There was 
a brief and breathless struggle ; then I bent 
her by the wrists to the floor. With a 
moan she fainted. She was sold for $800 
to a wealthy Mexican from Agua Nueve. 

While on this visit to Manuel’s I made 
arrangements for the disposal of Nina 
Deloney. The market was weak for 
middle-aged women. However, I had taken 
several who found homes. 

On my return I planned my trip with 
Nina to take her to Mexico. I sent out 
a numlier of letters under her signature 
to throw her relatives and friends off the 
trail. (The reader will please bear in mind 
that I was keeping up an extensive cor- 
respondence with relatives of departed 
wives all this time.) 

On my way returning I mailed Nina 
a short letter, as follows : 


My darling Nina: I am on my way 

home to you, sweetheart. I had marvelous 
success on this trip. Landed a desperate 
smuggler, and with this catch a reward of 
$2,500. I’ll rest a few days on my return, 
and then for our pleasure jaunt. 

I will lift the cloud of sorrow from 
your brow, for your day is coming. 

Dear, you would beautify a desert place 
for me. All things sing of you, my dear. 
Your name is in the breeze and your face 
in the flowers. Within a few days, darling, 
we start on our journey through paradise. 

Lovingly yours, 

Charles. 

I returned to Nina’s home in Santa 
Monica, weary and travel-stained. Nina 
met me at the door. Her eyes were bright, 
and a rosy color glowed in her cheeks. 

“Charles, thank Heaven that you have 
returned safe and are here.” She threw 
her arms about me and held me for a 
moment. “I suppose I’m foolish to worry, 
and yet I cannot help fancying that I am 
in danger; a sulKonscious feeling over- 
whelms me.” 

“Oh, that is ridiculous, Nina!” I an- 
swered. “You got my letter?” 

“Yes, dear, I received your loving note. 

I was delighted.” 

I was tired and nervous, and the re- 
straint in my manner was obvious. I sank 
int* a chair. 

She came up to me; her hands fell on 
ray shoulders, her face looking into mine. 

“Charles, dear,” she whispered softly, 
“won’t you for my sake resign from the 
Secret Service? Surely we have enough 
of this world’s goods to enjoy life and be 
happy without the worry of such a des- 
perate game.” 

She laid her hands upon my burning 
forehead, her cheek against mine — cool and 
smooth, exquisitely refreshing to my worn 
nerves. 

“Yes, dear,” I answered, “the Secret- 
Service life is getting too strenuous. On 
our return I promise you I’ll resign.” 

“And Charles,” she murmured, “you'll 
not carry that mysterious black hag any 
more then, will you?” 

“No, dear. After my resignation from 
the Secret Service the black bag will be 
an open hook.” 

“Oh, Charles 1” she exclaimed. “You 
have made me so happy. To hear you 
speak that way makes everything seem 
different.” 

I rose, held out my arms, and clasped 
her to me with a sigh of satisfaction. 

“Nina dear, the day has come when your 
life of anxiety and imagined terrors is 
over. In the next few days we will arrange 
our camping outfit and get things in order 
for a long auto trip.” 

D URING the next few days we busied 
ourselves making ready for our trip. 

I found time to call on Mrs. S , also to 

spend a day at my apartments at the Sea- 
side Terrace. This was about five blocks 
from where Nina lived. I had two wives 
in Los Angeles, two ladies that I was 
engaged to marry, one wife in Santa 
Monica, and one engagement. I had one 
automobile in a garage in Santa Monica 
under the name of Harry Lewis and one 
in Los Angeles under the name of Harvey 
Newton. 

On the morning of January 26, 1920, 
Nina Deloney left with me for a trip 
to Mexico. I had splendid equipment for 
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La-Mar 
Reducing 
Soap 

The new discovery. Results quick and amazing- 
nothing internal to take. Reduce any part of body with- 
out affecting other parts. No dieting or exercising. Be 
as slim as you wish. Acts like magic in reducing double 
chin abdomen, ungainly ankles, wrists, arms and 
shoulders, large breasts or any superfluous fat on body. 

La Mar reducing Soap is sold on a money-back guar- 
antee at all good drug and department stores the coun- 
try over, or direct to you by prepaid parcel post, if your 
dealer cannot supply you. Price 60c a cake or three 
cakes for $1.00; one to three cakes usually accomplish 
\ta purpose. You will be surprised at results. 

LA MAR LABORATORIES 
612-P Perry-Payne Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio 


Agents $72 a Week 

and Latest Model Ford Auto 

\ Taking orders for New Guaranteed Hosiery 
[ for men, women, children and infants. All 
styles and colors. Written guarantee to wear 
i 4 months or new hoeo free. Finest line Bilk 
] Hose you evei saw. All newest styles and 
[ shades-all at very lowest prices. 

$2 an Hour for Spare Time 

1 want Men and Women Representatives 
everywhere to act as my Local Sales 
Agent. Your pay daily in advance — extra 
bonus besides. No capital or experience is 
^ needed. Credit given. New plan puts you 
above competition. Samples furnished. 
18 Write quick for amazing offer. 

' FRANK B. JENNINGS CO.. Hose 1185 Dayton, Ohio 


I Want an Agent in 
Your Neighborhood 


T NEED one 
* ambitious 
man or wo- 
man in your 
neighborhood, 
all or part 
time, to dis- 
tribute sam- 
ples — take orders — big 
money savers. 

$16.00 Per Day 
Benton Fugett made 
$16.95 in five hours; Jack 
Foster made $42.13 in six 
hours; hundreds are doing 
as well. $2.50 an hour 


spare time. Amazing new 
plan pays you 1 00 %profit. 

No Experience 
No experience, training, 
or money needed to start. 
I show you how to begin 
making big money at 
once and furnish com- 
plete equipment, case 
and samples FREE. 

Automobile Given 
Chrysler closed car given 
without cost; not a con- 
test. Write today for 
amazing plan. Dolph 
Harteveld, Pres. 


THE HEALTH-O QUALITY PRODUCTS CO. v 
44 Health-O Building, Cincinnati, O. 
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Shapes while you sleep. Doctors recommend it 
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comfortable way to get a 
Perfect shaped nose. Abso- 

e lutely Guaranteed. No 

screws — No metal. Write for 
VV Vi Free Booklet 
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"Nature's Wsy to Happiness." 

The flfllTR Co. 

Dept. 625 Amt. i Buildun: 

NEWARK. N. J. 


camping, and had planned on leisurely 
driving into Mexico and enjoying sight- 
seeing on the way. I had no thought of 
anything happening on the way. My in- 
tentions were to leave Nina in Mexico 
where I knew she would be safe. 

A beautiful morning broke over Southern 
California, and the sea shimmered in a 
vast radiance of blue, with silvery ripples 
playing on the surface, fanned by a light 
breeze as delicate as a baby's kiss. 

I was loading the last of the parapher- 
nalia on the car when Nina remarked : 
“Charles, you are a man, strong in mus- 
cular sinew.” • 

“Yes, dear,” I laughed, little dreaming 
the use I would make of this . strength 
shortly. “And now all is ready for our 
journey through this glorious country, 
where there is always spring, mellowed by 
a gentle summer’s breeze, and we’ll journey 
through these gardens of love and roses.” 
“Oh, Charles,” she cried, “the air seems 
full of messages to-day — winged postmen 
in black on some momentous errand ! 
Something tells me not to go.” 

“Nina,” I said tenderly, “dear Nina, no 
harm can come to you. Come, let us get 
started.” 

I had forgotten my tire hammer and 
returned to get it. As I came back to the 
car with the hammer in my hand, she 
uttered a smothered shriek ; a pale horror 
blanched her features. 

“Oh, God ! Charles, that hammer fright- 
ens me. In a dream I saw you raise your 
arm to strike me with a hammer.” 

She put out her hands with the instinc- 
tive gesture of warding off a blow. 

I went to her side and, taking her out- 
stretched arms, put them about my neck. 

“Hush, dear, you are nervous.” I soothed 
her with tender caresses, and in a few mo- 
ments she was quieted and we sped away. 

I T was a pleasant day’s trip, without in- 
cident. 1 drove leisurely during the day 
toward Signal Hill, near Long Beach. The 
rim of the sun was disappearing when I 
suggested to Nina to keep a lookout for 
a good camping spot. We found a won- 
drous place of strange silence, a wide 
spreading country, overcanopied by a red- 
gold sky, and walled in by the mountains. 
A deep and solemn solitude reigned. Our 
camp was in sight of the Alamitos sugar 
factory and near an artesian well. 

In a very short time we had our camp 
in good order, and Nina prepared an ex- 
cellent supper, which wc enjoyed. After 
supper I began fussing around the car, 
taking off my coat, when some letters 
dropped out of my pocket, that escaped 
my notice. Presently turning about, I saw 
Nina reading a letter. 

“What have you, dear, that is interesting 
you ?” 

Her eyes met mine coldly — with curiosity. 
“So you have another wife!” she ex- 
claimed. 

“And you have been reading my letters, 
have you?” 

The color had fled her face. She was 
pale and rigid. 

“I think,” she answered, “1 know now 
why you always carry the mysterious black 
hag.” 

I laughed. Her dark eyes blazed with 
a world of scorn. 

“Come,” I spoke up, “don’t glare at me 
as if I were a wild animal.” 



Learn to 
Play Quickly 

With our short cut method of instruction 
you will quickly learn how to play Hawaiian 

Guitar which will bring you popularity and social t 

cess. You learn to play from notes. If you never had 
any musical training, you will quickly get on, because 
our nine experts have perfected a course of home 
instruction which is as simple as learning A, B, C’s. 

Picture and Phonograph 
Method Easy 


success, but we furnish pictures of our profes 
ing, diagrams, charts and phonograph records 
for each lesson. This practically brings our 


professors from our studio to your own home 
and enables you to listen to their playing 
just as if they were actually in front of you. 

To prove this is easy, we will send you your 
first lesson free. 

Rush Coupon — Send No Money 

So positive are we that you will become one of 
our students, we will send free without obligation, 
our first lesson. Also receive our free big lunik 
which gives particulars about our course. Write 
for your free book and your free lesson today. 


Record 


We don’t depend upon 
printed lessons only ' 


HawaiianGuitar 

FREE 

to our Students 

This Hawaiian Guitar 
expert and professor wants 
the opportunity to welcome 
you as a student so you will 
quickly learn how to play 
Hawaiian Guitar— yes, you will 
be able to play just like the native 
Hawaiians. To get you started 
and help your musical success, 
which will bring you popularity 
you will receive a beautiful 
Hawaiian Guitar, the same as 
the one pictured, free when 
you enroll. Our short cut 
method of instruction will 
enable you to play a piece 
almost from the first 
lesson . R ush cou pon 
for full particulars 
today and we will 
reserve a gift Ha- 
waiian Guitar for 
you. 


HAWAIIAN STUDIO No. 896 
of New York Academy of Music 
100 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Please rush your free book. "How to I^arn Hawaiian 
Guitar and my first lesson. Also reserve a gift Hawaiian 
Guitar for ine. This obligates me in no way whatever. 


Name.. 

Address ___ 

City state. 
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guaranteed for life, we ll send this 
ji 1 !!* fla * h n * Mexican Kuby. Just clip out this ad 

•I d \ nd 10c towu-tl* cover handling «£ac 

with catalog of gems and special half price offar. 

MEXICAN GEM IMPORTING CO., Dept. M-5, Mesiffa Park.N. Mex. 



AGENTS 
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That’s Segal's profit in one day. You get 
same chance. Just wear Hutchins tailored 

K ntsor knickers and take orders. Amaz- 
rvalues— best woolens, smartly tailored. 
Your profit $1.00 a pair. Get samples free; 
no deposit. Write Hutchins Pants Co., 
Dept. G-52, 316 E. 5th St., 
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Play the 

HAWAIIAN GUITAR 

and be Popular / 


Play all the latest 
•lits just as the 
Hawalians do. He 

the most popular 
member of your sc 
Cetin on alfthegooa 
times. Entertain your 
friends — or play pro- 
fessionally. Be in de- 

f? a n y e . r y w her «- 

We will help you. 



This sweet-toned Hawaiian Guitar would 
coat you at least $15 in any store without 
- the Fabrikold Case. We give you 
the entire outfit free when you enroll. 
j including picks, steel playing bar.etc. 
| Nothing to buy— every thing furnished. 

Learn in Spare Time 
at Home 

Study when you like — as lone 

as you like. Even if you don't 
know one note from another, 
our method Is so plain and 
easy — you begin a piece you* 
first lesson. In half an hour you 
Can play it I 

Famous Native 
Hawaiian s Teach Y ou 

World famous players — Kolomoku, Kalalukl, Fercra 
find Seville— quickly teach you the secrets of this fas- 
cinating instrument. Complete Conservatory Course. 
52 complete printed lessons. Nothing omitted. Pictures 
explain every move. And no matter how little you know 
about music you can positively learn to play by ouv 
plain, easy, picture method. 

Only 4 Motions to Learn 

Then you can play any music — popular songs, classical, 
dd-time melodies, native Hawaiian airs — or real jazz— 
aeparately or with accompaniment. You’ll never be lone- 
•ome after you learn to play on this beautiful Hawaiian 
Guitar. 

Pay as You Play OurWrlttenGuarantee 

make it *»»«r for you. You We guarantee in writing to teach 
•tart anytime -with a small first you. 46.000 successful student*, 
payment ^then p»y while learn- And we coach and advice you after 
•ng. Write for liberal offer. graduation— no extra coat. 

Other CodINPC ,,,noa * teachers -Tenor Banjo. Vio- 

U1IIC1 tuuisw lln> Mandolln# Ukuieie and Ukulele. 

riRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC, INC. 
9th Floor, Woolworth Bldg., Dept. 236. New York, N. Y. 

Approved a* a Correspondence School Under the 
Laws of the State of New York 

ACT! Mall This Popularity Coupon NOW! 

FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC. Inc. 

9th Floor, Woohworth Bldg., Dept. 236, New York, N. Y. 

Fives* mall full Information about your 62-le*aon Hawaiian Guitar 
Course. I am not obliged to enroll unless 1 want to. 

Name - — — 



GIVEN 


leautiful Platinum fln- 
ih ion. Wrist Watch. 
IHk Ribbon Bracelet, 
iandsome Lavallier* 
rith Nark Chain .Birth- 
tone Kina and Sig- 
et King All filvan for 
elling only 10 large 
nttle* Liquid Perfume 
t 16c. each. Write 
Eagle Watch Co. 

Depf. 1037. East Boston. Mae*. 


Beautiful Complexion 



IN 15 DAYS 


Clear your complexion of pimplee, blockheads, 
whiteheads. red spots. enlarged porea. oily akin 
and other blemishes. I can glva you a com- 
plexion soft. rosy. dear, valvsty beyond your 
fondest dream. And I do it in a few day • . My 
method ie different. No cosmetics, lotions, 
salves, soaps, ointments, plasters, bandages, 
mask*, vapor sprays, massage, roller* or other 
implements. No diet, no fasting. Nothing to 
take. Cannot injure the moat delicate skin. 
Mend /or my Booklet. You are not obli- 

gated. .Send no money. Just get the facta. 


Dorothy Hoy, 646 IN. Michigan Uhd., Suite 5A, Chicago 


“You are a monster !” she exclaimed. 
“You have a man’s form but would put to 
shame the brute that roamed the world at 
its dawn.” 

I moved a little closer. Suddenly my 
fingers gripped her wrist. 

“I am going to report you to the authori- 
ties of the law!” she cried. 

“No you’re not. You are at the end of 
your journey now. . . , M 

I carefully stripped the body of the 
clothes. A surprise awaited me. In a 
pocket sewed in her camisole were seven 
one-thousand and two five-hundred-dollar 
Liberty Bonds. TJiere were several dia- 
mond rings, and jewels that I did not know 
she possessed. Among other things I found 
the will I had drawn naming her my sole 
beneficiary, of which the following is a 
copy : 

I think it is my duty to provide for those 
that depend upon me ; should I pass away 
before my beloved wife, I appoint my 
beloved wife, Nina Harvey, to take com- 
plete charge of my estate, appointing her 
without bond. 

First, all my just and lawful debts are 
to be paid. I give and beciueath to my 
beloved wife, Nina L. Harvey, all of my 
estate, both personal and real that I now 
have or may acquire. This is my last will 
and testament. 

Dated this 19th day of January, 1920. 

Charles N. Harvey. 
Santa Monica, California. 

T HIS is the stunt that I pulled on all 
my wealthier wives. 

I wrapped Nina in a small piece of 
canvas and a blanket; then I placed the 
body in the rear of the car, covering it 
with a heavy canvas. I coolly packed up 
everything, looked over the car, and then 
started for San Diego, stopping at the 
first service station to fill up the car with 
gasoline. I drove during the entire night. 
Arriving at San Diego, I rested a few 
hours and enjoyed a hearty meal, and then 
proceeded on my journey, taking what is 
known as the North Road across the moun- 
tains toward El Centro. 

I drove during the afternoon till I came 
to a gulch known as the Devil’s Canon 
that opened a way around the mountain 
five miles west of Coyote Wells, a wild 
country of granite rocks. Here I found 
a good place to park the car out of sight 
of anyone. There was open country to the 
left, and a bridge from which the moun- 
tains extended to the right. This was 
thirty miles from El Centro. 

I covered the car, and then in the silence 
and solitude of the night I took the body, 
weighing one hundred and fifty pounds, 
up a steep precipice. It was straight up 
five hundred feet. I hound a rope around 
the body so that I would have something 
to hold to firmly. Thus, inch by inch, I 
worked my way up the hill to a spot where 
water during the rainy season ran over 
the sand, leaving a level place. Here I 
dug the grave and buried the body. It 
was a wash-over place where the water 
would wash the sand over the grave, bury- 
ing it deeper and deeper. 

Following the burial of Nina Deloney, 
I returned to San Diego and went to Tia 
Juana, Mexico, and mailed numerous postal 
cards and letters with Mexican postage 
stamps on them under Nina’s signature to 
her friends and relatives, in which was 
stated that we were on our way to South 
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Agent Users Wanted 

CEE how easy it is with' the MASTER SALES- 
0 MAN KIT, which I send Free, to make $10 to 
SIS a day in your spare time showing MELUNGER 
TIRES at BIG SAVING to car owners. This powerful, 
hand-made, oversize, non-skid Cord is guaranteed 
by Bond for mileage half way around the world. 

The Mcllinger Plan starts you in business, all or part 
time; no capital or experience needed. Tires shipped pre- 
paid on approval. Lowest wholesale prices in America. 

If y° u "I” boost MELUNGER TIRES, I have a 
tfl W r, m surprising offer that will give yon a net of tire*. 

W Also tho Master Salesman Kit with samnU 

nations. Be first to Ret my Bid offer. amazinR confidential whole- 
sale prices and big free book. Simply send name today to nearest 
addresa. B. L. MELUNGER. Pres., 

MELUNGER TIRE & RUBBER CO. 

Philadelphia, Pa. Dept. 2502, Kansas City, Mo. 
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, You canl Scores make over $25 a week In spare 
time — S50 to $100 a week in full time. Every 
active local store welcomes clever sales- producing 
Display Cards. Easy to learn at home through 
new professional course. Earn while you learn. 
Write for Free Illustrated Booklet NOW. 

WASHINGTON SHOW CARD SCHOOL. 

■ Room 106-D. 11 15-1 5th St.. N. W., Washington. D. C. 



STUDY AT HOME 

Become • lawyer. Legally trained 
men win hiRh poeiUona and bta 
success in bualneaa and public life. 
Be independent. Greater opportuni- 
ties now than ever before, 
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ining. Law-trained 
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_ ed men earn 

. $5,000 to $10,000 Annually 

I We gnlda yon step by etep. You can train at home dur- 

’log spare time. Degree of LL.B. conferred. LaSalle 

m students found among practicing attorneys of every 
state. We furniah all text material, including fourteen-volume .Lew 
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Guide" and "Evidence" books free. Send for them NOW. 
LaSalle Extansion University, Dept. 688-L Chicago 
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Looks Liki 
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Protect yourself from toughs 
and hold-up men. Most amaz- 
ing automatic 4V4 in. long: 
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real atuomatic until you pull the 


trigger and presto! you have Opera Glasa^^^fiM 
Bucket Mirror. Magnifying Glass. Telescope, 
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MENtWOMEN IS to 03 


WE HELP YOU GET THEM 
Mark with as "X" position or positions you want. Wri 
—me at bottom. Cut this ad out and mail to us AT C 


Postmaster 
P. O. Clerk 
Watchman 
Typist ' 
Seamstress 
File Clerk 
RFD Carrier 
Secretary 
Gen. Clerk 
Matron 
Chauffeur 


( ) 


Special Agent 
(investigator) 

Forest Ranger 
Steno-Typiat 
U. S. Border Patrol 
City Mail Carrier 
Railway Mail Cierk 
Audi tor- Bookkeeper 
Skilled Labor 
Immigrant Inspector 
Meat Inspector 



Mr. Ozraent, Dept. 497 
> St. Louis, Mo. 

' Send me particulars about the positions 
marked with an “ X ’* — salaries, location, 
opportunities. 

NAME 

ADDRESS 
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U. S. Government lobs 
$1140 to $3300 Year 


These are steady positions. Strikes, poor business 
conditions, lockouts or politics will not affect them. 
U. S. Government employees Ret their pay for twelve 
•Js* year. There is no such thing as 

HARD TIMES’ in the U. S. Government Service. 


TRAVEL— SEE YOUR COUNTRY 

Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, being 
paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. Thcit 
pay is increased to a maximum of $2,700 a year. While 
away from home they are allowed hotel expenses. 

PAID VACATIONS 

Railway Postal Clerks, like all Government employees 
are given a yearly vacation of 15 working days (about 
In days). On runs they usually work 3 days and have 3 
days off duty or in the same proportion. During this off 
duty and vacation their pay continues just as though they 
were working. When they grow old. they are retired 
with a pension. They travel on a pass* while on duty* 
and have a wonderful chance to see the country* 

CITY MAIL CARRIERS 
POST OFFICE CLERKS 

Clerks and Carriers commence at $1,700 a year ^ 
and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 -S 
and $2,300. 1 hey also havel5 days r paid vaca- 
tion. Examinations are frequently held in 
_ K _5 r dt i e8 - City residence is unnecessary. y Franklin 

lastititf 

R-221 

S Rochester, N. T. 

S Kindly rush to m* *n- 
tir.ly fre* of chars* 


CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D. C. jS 


or over. Salary $1,140 to $1,860 
a year. Pleasant clerical work W 
in the various government ^ 

depart inents at Washington. S of tha po^Uoo'Tb^k^d: 

D. C. jr (2) Krea copy of illustrated 

CET FREE LIST ^ - book * • u *.. 8 : 


OF POSITIONS 
Fill out and mail 
the coupon 


,v Government Job; is; ■ im 
/ of the U. 8. Jobs obtainable. 
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list 


y [] R*w»y P st I Clsrh (41900-42700) 
y (1 Post Offico Clerk ($1700-12300) 
- - S LI City Mall Clark . . 1 700-4 2100. 

today — y (1 Rural Mail Carrier . . ($2100-$3300> 
now. at S (1 Clerk at Washington, D. C. (SI 140>$1860) 
once. S L Income Tex Auditor . . . ( $2040-53000) 

Name....... ............. ..... 


y 

y Address ......... ....... .... 

Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It. 


HOW TO OBTAIN 
BEAUTIFULLY SHAPED LIPS ! 

M. Trilety’s new lipshaper 
together with its thick lip 
astringent lotion, will now 
reduce protruding, prominent, 
thick, unshapely lips to nor- 
mal and thus improve your 
facial features 100 per cent. 
My new appliance is com- 
fortable, easy to adjust, and 
Is worn at night. It will also 
promote correct breathing and 
eliminate the harmful and 
annoying habit of snoring. 

Write for full information, 
testimonials, etc., without any 
obligation on your part. 

M. Trllety, Dcpt.l29-SP, Binghamton, N.Y. 



EVERYBODY PLAYS t 

this 

JAZZY' 

UKULELE 



G IX/FN' Instant Lesson 
* * ^ and Son if Book 

“ sent with Ukulele. You can 
play at once with our won- 
derful instruction book. 
SEND NO MONEY... 
I’ay poitmin only 
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The simplest instrument in 
the world to play. No lessons 
necessary — strum all the latest 
hits Great fun — sing — dance 
and make merry. Become the 
most popular onein your crowd. 
Raautiful pri»f>-s.inn»l instrument, 
finely made. Pull sixe; not a toy. 

SINCERE STUDIOS 
24 East 21 St., Dept. 162, New York 

■SsaaggML 


plus a few 
cen’s post air a 
when Ukulele is 
delivered. 


America and would loiter on the way, and 
that it would be about three months before 
we reached our destination. 

I NOW returned to Elizabeth Hess and 
moved her to Rosewood Avenue, Holly- 
wood, California. This lady was again up 
in arms and hard to pacify. 

‘‘My dear Walter, you surely perplex 
me. When I look at you and hear you 
speak, I feel that you are honest, and yet 
your actions are very mysterious.” 

“It is just a matter of curiosity with 
you, my dear,” and I smiled. “On the 
first of the month I am going to resign 
from the Secret Service. Then we’ll take 
a trip to Catalina and have a good time. 
I have choice box seats at the Orpheum 
to-night at Los Angeles, so don’t scold.” 
We were enjoying the show immensely. 
Elizabeth was happy and showed her grati- 
tude by occasionally squeezing my hand. 
Just as the second turn came on, one of 
the attendants ushered two ladies into the 
box. One of them I immediately recog- 
nized as Mrs. S . 

I half arose with my back to them and 
whispered to Elizabeth : “I see a smug- 

gler that I’m after. You will pardon me. 
I ll meet you at the door after the show,” 

and hastily departed. Mrs. S failed 

to recognize me. 

The people were leaving the theater. I 
stood back in the shadows as much as 
possible, smiling to myself. 

I spied Elizabeth and beckoned her. 
“Our car is a block from here, dear,” I 
whispered. 

“You are becoming more mysterious 
every hour 1” she exclaimed vigorously. 

On our return home she was furious. 
“Your perspicuity,” she observed, “as a 
Secret- Service officer seems to be of more 
value than your manners.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, dear,” I answered. 
“Walter,” she broke in, “I will tell you 
frankly that I am going to solve the mys- 
tery of the black bag. It is all very nice 
you being a philanthropist, and in the ser- 
vice for the love of the game, but that 
black bag is a load of fear. It holds a 
secret terror for me.” 

“Very dramatic, my dear, but so inac- 
curate. Have you by any chance forgotten 
the warning I gave you?” 

“No, I haven’t forgotten, but there is a 
limit — such a thing as drawing the cords 
to a bursting point.” 

For a moment we exchanged the fiery 
glances of anger. Her face was set in 
firm and determined lines. Her eyes wan- 
dered to the black bag, then I felt their 
scrutiny. I knew the thoughts which 
stirred in her brain. There was something 
in her attitude which was threatening; she 
was becoming dangerous. I felt that in 
this interview I must gain the upper hand. 

“Tell me, dear,” I asked softly, “what 
connection you find between these fancies 
of yours and this black traveling bag?” 

“I want to see what it contains,” she 
answered. 

I NOW played my trump card. “My dear, 
you are making a weak creature of me. 
I have given my solemn oath to the gov- 
ernment of the United States that I would 
guard its secrets with my life. I am 
now going to violate that sacred obligation. 
Here are the keys to the black bag. Qpen 
it and learn the mysteries. My love for 
you is unalterable, and the cost is uncoil- 




Quick.EasyWay 
to Become 
an Artist 


T housands are now 

learning to draw who 
never dreamed they could. 
Wonderful short-cut method 
makes it easy' for anyone to 
learn Illustrating, Commercial 
Designing and Cartooning at 
home in spare time. 

Earn big money as an artist. 
Good artists arc in tremendous 
demand by' Magazines, Ad- 
vertisers, Newspapers, Depart- 
ment Stores, etc. Salaries 
from $50 to over $300 a week 
are gladly paid them! And 
now you can easily become an 
| artist. Now y'ou can easily 
l enter this fascinating big pay'- 
ing field. 

No Talent Needed 

The simplicity of this method 
is astonishing. You will be 
amazed at y'our rapid progress. 
From simple straight lines and 
curves, y*ou soon learn to 
^make drawings that sell. It’s 
just like a game — learning to 
draw at home this way. All 
y'our work receives through 
the mail the individual criti- 
cism of one of America’s most 
successful artists. It’s fun 
learning — and almost before 
you realize it, you are able to 
make real professional draw- 
ings. 

Coupon Brings FREE BOOK 

A new handsomely illustrated 
book has just been printed, 
which gives all the most up- 
to-date information on the 
| thousands of wonderful oppor- 

tunities in Commercial Art and 
show's how this startling simple method enables 
you to enter this field. It tells about our 
students — their successes — what they say' — 
actual reproductions of their work — how they' 
made big money' even while studying. This 
attractive book will be sent without cost or ob- 
ligation. Send for it. Mail coupon now. 







WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART 

Room 106-D, HlS-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

(^WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, 

| Room 106-D, 11 15-1 5th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Please send me without cost or obligation your . 
1 new book on art, “Quick Easy Way to Become I 
■ An Artist” and details of y'our special Free Offer, i 
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WHEN YOU 
ENROLL 

This hand- 
dome full size, 
professional ten- 
or banjo is yours. 
We want to make one 
thousand new friends 
thismonth. Wewantto 
present one of these won- 
derful delightful instru- 
ments us a gift to each of 
one thousand readers of this 
magazine— and here's why. 

Before becoming a professor 
and a lover of music, particular- 
ly the tenor banjo. Prof. Six 
yearned and yearned for the 
possession of a genuine, pro- 
fessional instrument, the same 
kind used by the big. successful 
professionals of the world. Now 
we want you to succeed. We 
want to help every music-lover 
that we can, attain success, and 
this gift offer is made to pave the way for you. and no 
previous musical knowledge is necessary. 

W* have another surprise for you! Not only do w* start you on 
tba way to popularity, success and fame by supplying you with an 
Instrument that you can compare to any uaed or displayed in your 
town, but under personal supervision you will be given, by mail, 
the benefit of the professor’s twenty-two years’ experience as direc- 
tor of Glee and Instrumental clubs of New York University (his name 
Is Harry S. Six). We don't ju«t send you a lot of printed words and 
instructions and trust to luck that you will catch on. The professor's 
method is different and has proven to be the simplest devised by man 
-that is why we claim you’ll be able to play in thirty minutes. Hut 
us to the test. 


Learn in 30 Minutes 

With My Picture Method 

Arthur Brisbane, the highest paid 
journalist in the world, once said 
that ”a single picture is worth a 
thousand words." He was right, for 
It stands to reason, when you take 
your instrument in hand along with 
the actual photographs of the pro- 
fessor in action as your guide, it is 
easy to imitate and do the right 
thing. But that is not all. 

Phonographic 

Record, Given ggSJft® yL ft 

learning, along with our thorough, printed and illustrated, 
easy-to-read course. Doesn't that sound easy ? It is easy. 
If you could alt her* and *e* the letters and telegrams from our pupils, 
you would be convinced that we have perfected the simplest, yet most 
highly efficient course to insure you mastering the tenor banjo. 

Don’t Send a Single Cent 

Investigate offer today. Don’t put off until tomorrow 



Investigate offer today. Don't put c.. 

because you .ight forget and miss this wonderful oppor- 
tunity. It might be t! e turning point in your career. 
Don't send a single cent. Just drop a line— use coupon or postal card 
will do— telling you are interested in receiving full particulars about 
course and to reserve one regular eighteen dollar, full aixe profes- 
sional tenor bsnjo for you. which is offered a* a gift. 

Act quickly, because there may not be enough gift banjos to go 
around for ths million or more readers of this magazine. This does not 
obligate you in any way. Therefore do not hesitate put in your reser- 
vation now. this very minute. You will soon join 
our hsppy army of enthusiastic finished tenor 
wnjo musicians. 


EARN BIG] 

MONEYJ 


HUNORCOS X New York Academy of Music 
navi tTAwrxoyr Studio 626, 100 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 

aspaSi*/ Please rush free information relative to 
MAKlNg M;' your Tenor Banjo Course and reserve a 
gift banjo for me. This obligates me in 
MONEY/' no way whatever. 

Name 


Address ... 

City State. 



PAIR Full Fashioned 

HOSIERY 

OftUNGEME Garment 

U fairest and most rea- 

J sonable idea ever inauftu- 
rated. 

NOT AN ENDLESS CHAIN 
Since 1924 thousands of MdertJtiU 
women have received a$4. 25 Effort/ 
tx x of Silk Hosiery or a 
Silver Screened Glove Silk Under- 
garment FOR 25c — and a little effort. 

Write today for our Copyright- 
ed Information. Booklet Free. 

FAMOUS PLAYERS HOSIERY O* 
HOC Tremont St.. Boston. Mass. 

HOT CONNECTED WITH ANY OTHER COMPANY 



ditional surrender of all — reason and duty. 
It seems that no sense of duty can over- 
rule love.” 

I extended the keys. Her fingers quickly 
gripped them. There was a startled look 
in her eyes that slowly changed to softness 
as I continued. I could see the trick was 
going to be mine. 

“Love has taken kings from their 
thrones,” I went on. “It has broken the 
beautiful dreams of poets. The pen of 
the gifted writer has been cast aside. Love 
has thrown gold to the winds and sent 
the millionaire into the streets a beggar, 
and now because you and my love, the 
cost is the government’s secret papers, and 
oh, God ! my honor.” 

Her lips parted with a smile. Slowly she 
turned the keys in her hand and walked over 
to the black bag and rested her hand on it. 

My fingers began to tinge. I stepped 
close to her to clutch her throat so that 
there would lie no sound if she attempted 
to open the bag. 

She turned to me, and I saw a mar- 
velous transformation. Her face was radi- 
ant ; her eyes shone, brilliant with grand 
things. 

“Walter, dear, please forgive me. Take 
your keys. I don’t want to know. 1 want 
the beautiful things you have spoken to 
remain in my heart undisturbed. And oh ! 


Walter dear, I know now that you are a 
philanthropist, studious and unselfish, a 
noble man. I will never doubt you again.” 

A hunch whispered to me was to lose 
her as quickly as possible. 

I now took up the matter of Nina 
Deloney’s furniture and personal effects. 
These goods were shipped from Eureka, 
Montana, Novemlier 6th, and arrived De- 
cember 1st of the previous year, remaining 
unclaimed until February 6th. I had writ- 
ten to them prior to this but left before 
the answer came, so their letter was re- 
turned to them. I now sent the original 
bill of lading signed by Nina Deloney to 
the Bekins people and told them to place 
the goods in storage. I had other large 
quantities of furniture and numerous trunks 
stored in the Coast cities under various 
names, and was scheming to dispose of 
this property before my departure for 
Australia in July. 

Australia seemed the mecca for this 
arch-criminal. But he did not reckon 
on the astuteness of a clever force of 
detectives or — ironic turn of circum- 
stances! — on the overweaning curiosity 
of a woman. In next month’s in- 
stalment you will read how Bluebeard 
Watson fell into the toils of the law — 
through a woman — and the amazing 
truth of how he escaped the gallows. 


The Voice That Came Out of the Night 

( Continued from page 31) 


“I told him I would do exactly as he said. 

“ ‘Another thing, Miss Dunham ; this is 
absolutely secret work, and 1 couldn’t af- 
ford to have anybody know about it just 
yet. I want your word of honor not to 
speak of it to anybody.’ 

“\V7HEN I had promised, he said, ‘Very 

VV well, Miss Dunham, I’ll give you a 
trial. As I said in my advertisement, the 
position pays very well. What do you 
think of $100 a week?* 

“Well, that nearly knocked me off my 
feet, Mr. Bardgett. Of course I ex- 
pected more than the usual salary for night 
work, but $100 a week — I just didn't know 
what to say. Mr. Thatcher gave me no 
time to say anything. 

“ ‘We’ll consider that settled. ’ he said. 
‘And as long as you don’t know anything 
about me. I’ll advance half of your first 
week’s salary right now.’ 

“I had really intended to ask Ernie’s ad- 
vice before taking the position, but when 
he counted out five ten-dollar hills, I de- 
cided then and there to take the job. 

“ ‘You’ll get the balance Saturday,’ said 
Mr. Thatcher, ‘and I’ll try to have some- 
thing for you to do to-night. You’ll need 
a key to the place, and you’ll find the ele- 
vators running all night. I’ll explain to 
the watchman that you’re to come and go 
as you please.’ 

“He handed me the key, and I thanked 
him. and went home to think about my 
good luck.” 

The girl paused for breath — she had 
been talking very fast. And Bardgett 
poured her a glass of mineral water while 
lie and I sampled his Scotch. She went 
on after a brief pause. 

“You can imagine how overjoyed 1 was. 
Mr. Bardgett. I called up Ernie right 
away and he got off from work that after- 


noon to talk about it. We were really 
perfectly happy. 

“Late that afternoon a telegram came 
from Mr. Thatcher. It said to be at the 
office at nine o’clock that night, and I 
would find written instructions. He had 
explained that the radio outfit would al- 
ways be ready for operation, and that I 
was not to fool with it or try to change 
it. Of course I wouldn’t have, anyway. 

“I reached the office at eight-thirty so 
as to have plenty of time to get ready. On 
the table right beside the machine was a 
letter addressed to me, and two books. 
One was the Bible, Mr. Bardgett, and the 
other was ‘Science and Health, with Key 
to the Scriptures,’ by Mrs. Eddy.” 

Bardgett evidently had recovered his in- 
terest. He plainly was enjoying the girl’s 
story, although to me it seemed simple and 
unexciting. 

“And what was in the letter. Miss Dun- 
ham?” he inquired. 

“IT just had a list of the pages in the 

1 books that I was to read from, and a 
sort of schedule for sending. I was to start 
at nine o’clock and read for a half-hour; 
then rest for fifteen minutes and read for 
another half-hour, and so on. There was 
a Western Union clock on the wall that I 
was to go by, for Mr. Thatcher said that 
the exact time was a very important thing 
in his experiments. I was to go home at 
two o’clock.” 

“What part of the Bible did he direct 
you to read?” 

“The Psalms. He had three or four of 
them marked, and some of them were to be 
repeated over and over again. He also 
had marked the first five pages of Mrs. 
Eddy’s hook. I read all this just as he 
had said, and at two o’clock I was in the 
middle of the Thirty- ninth Psalm. But 
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Selling 
\ Outfit. 

To 

r AGENIS 
Wonderful 
NEW 

Invention. 


ion Sold 


StafPrest 


No wonder salesmen make $100 
a week from the start. The latest 
thing out — New Stay-Prest Trousers 
Presscr — is selling like wildfire. Per- 
fected by four patents to put in 
lasting crease without heat or steam. 

Removes wrinkles and bagginess. 

Saves nap of cloth. Cuts tailor bills. 

Fits any trousers. A substantial, 
quality product, beautifully fin- 
ished in black leatherette and 
heavy nicldeplate. Built to last 
years. Folds to 15 inches. Dem- 
onstrates in 40 seconds. Men buy 
one to six. 1 ,000,000 sold already. 

•'Made $93 First Week” 

*'My first week I made $93.* 

Since then 1 have been aver-' _ 

aging over $100 every week,’* Trouser 

writes S. L. Patterson, Iowa. Press 

You. too. can make big money. r nil , 

T. W. Varner earned $123 in 36 -- - 
hours. Mary Roberts made $10 ' 
in one evening. 

Profits in Advance 

Your big, cash profits in advance.y _ , 

Simply write orders. We deliver FOLDS 

collect. Sx/V to 

Make This FREE Test 15 inches. 

See for yourself how amazingly easy It is to sell Stay- 
Prest. Test it without cost either full time or side line. 
Write immediately for handt>ook of further facts and 
offer of free demonstrator. Send no money — only post 
card. With millions of prospects — everyone interested — 
you can't avoid making extra dollars every day. 

THE GETGEY -JUNG CO..G-79, G & J Bldf., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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HI 
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Write C. J. Ozment, Dept. 50, St. Louis, Mo. 


your writing in a few day* 
hours. No failures. 


. corrects 
Big improvement in three 

Complete Outline FREE. 


Why Not Mike s 75to 5 l50aWEEK ? 


Introducing Chieftain Guaranteed 
Tailored Shirts. No capital needed. 
You just write order* — We deliver 
and collect — Our 

NEW GROUP SALES PLAN 
gets tho business. Big cash profits 
paid daily— Even lnoxperlenced per- 
sons BllOUld 

Make $3.00 Per Hour 

J Chieftain Shirts lead the way to 
) big Profits for You— Splendid variety 
of latest patterns — finest material*— 
correct styles — make sale* easy. 

Send today for free sample* and full working outfit. 
CINCINNATI SHIRT C0. t $jC*y 2076, Cincinnati, 0. 





J Guaranteed to Give 

30% to 73% More Miles Per Gal- 
lon Gas. New Powerand Pep to Any 

Motor. Here* a your chance to make big money. 
A wonderful Invention — an entirely new principle 
that automatically super-charge* any motor with 
vy\ greater power. Gives snappy pick-up. a smoother 
running motor and easier starting. Keepscylin- 
^^ders, valves and spark plugs dean from carbon. 
Anyone can Install It. No tools needed. Sofia on 
rnrr DEMON8TRATOR Get one for your car and start 
■ ItCC business. Sell to owners and fleet operators. A 
big business opportunity. Pays amazing profits. A real 
chance for easy, quick money and a permanent business. 
Writ* quick tor FREE domonmtrator ottarmnd spoo* 
M FREE deal to start. Sand your namo Todayl 

Central Petroleum Co. ?&£SSiS;3SS» 


Mr. Thatcher’s note had said to stop 
promptly at two, so I locked the office and 
went home.” 

“Nothing interrupted you all the time 
you were there?” 

“Nothing at all. I almost wished some- 
body would come in, for I couldn’t help 
being a little frightened there all alone.” 
“And then what happened?” 

“The next morning I got a special- 
delivery letter from Mr. Thatcher. It said 
my work had been excellent, and to be at 
the office at the same time that night and 
repeat the whole test.” 

“Did you notice the postmark on the 
letter ?” 

“Yes ; it was Stamford, Connecticut. 
I’ve had a great many letters from Mr. 
Thatcher during the time I’ve been work- 
ing, and they’re all mailed from the same 
place. You see, he’s busy watching how 
the tests come out, so he’s never at the 
office.” 

“I see.” 

“Well, Mr. Bardgctt, he kept me at that 
same work . for a whole week, always at 
the same hours, and never changing the 
test one bit. Now I like the Bible as well 
as anybody, but after you’ve said some of 
those Psalms a hundred times you begin 
to be fed up on them.” 

She spoke somewhat resentfully, and 
Bardgett smiled. 

“I’ll admit that some of them niight be 
taken in milder doses,” he remarwd. “Did 
you get your pay promptly?” 

“Oh, certainly. The Saturday after I 
started to work, I found an envelope on the 
table and inside were five ten-dollar bills. 
There was also a little note saying my 
work had been satisfactory. The Monday 
after that I got a long letter from Mr. 
Thatcher. He said he was satisfied that 
I had the right idea and his experiments 
were coming along fine with my help. But 
he said they were having difficulty in the 
air, and the hours would have to be 
changed a little, and I was to follow the 
new schedule with great care. I was to 
begin at twelve midnight and every day he 
would send me a new list of the exact 
time to send and when to stop. 

“* I *HE letter also said that he was mak- 
A ing some minor changes in the test, 
and that it was most important to get it 
exactly right, and to send it at exactly 
the time he had marked on the schedule.” 
Bardgett leaned forward, and I saw his 
impassive countenance suddenly become in- 
tent. 

“Just what was the new test, Miss Dun- 
ham?” he asked. 

“I’m coming to that, Mr. Bardgett; and 
it’s a little hard to explain. It wasn’t really 
a change in the test, for I had to say the 
Psalms and all the rest of it over and over 
again; but between the verses he had put 
in little sentences that didn’t seem to mean 
anything. I’ve repeated them so often 
I’ve memorized the whole thing. It would 
go something like this. 

“At twelve o’clock I’d begin reading one 
of the Psalms and continue for five minutes ; 
then at exactly five minutes past twelve 
I’d stop and send the other test, and keep 
it up for about five minutes ; then go back 
to the Psalms for a few minutes, and then 
change off again to the new test. It went 
on like that for hours, with fifteen or 
twenty minutes rest every once in a while. 
The schedule told me when to make each 


Are you ever 

Do you say “who” when you should say 
“whom”? Do you say “between you 
and I” instead of “between you and 
me”? Do you mispronounce common 
words in your speech or use them in- 
correctly when you write? . . . Many 
a man has been held down all his life 
and suffered untold embarrassment be- 
cause of mistakes in English. 

ashamed of 

You do not need to make these mis- 
takes any longer. Right at home, in 
spare time, in the privacy of your own 
room, ^you can make up the education 
you missed in the days that you should 
have been at school. The International 
Correspondence Schools will teach you, 
just as they have taught thousands of 
other men, by a simple new method 
which shows you instinctively which 
word to use and how to use it. 

yomrEa^feli? 

Mail the coupon today 
for Free Booklet 

Tho international Correspondence Schools 
are the oldest and largest correspondence 
schools in the world. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 3156-B. Scranton. Penna. 

Without cost or obligation on my part, please tall 
me how I can qualify for the position or in tho subs 
ject before which I have marked an X: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

□ GOOD ENGLISH 


EBusiness Management 
D Industrial Management 

□ Personnel Organization 

□ Traffic Management 

□ Business Law 
] Ranking and Banking Law f 

□ Accountancy (including 
J C.P.A.) 

□ Nicholson Cost Accounting l 
1 Bookkeeping 
J Private Secretary 


Salesmanship 
French □ Spanish 
Advertising 
Better Letters 
Show Card Lettering 
Stenography and Typing 
ClvU Service 
Railway Mail Clerk 
Common School Subject* 
High School Subject* 
Illustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 


3 Electrical Engineering 

□ Electric Lighting 

□ Mechanical Engineer 

] Mechanical Draftsman 

□ Machine Shop Practleo 

□ Railroad Positions 
lOas Engine Oi>eratlng 

□ Civil Engineer 

□ Surveying and Mapping 
iMetallurgy 

JMlnlng 

J Steam Engineering 


□Radio 
□Architect 
iBlue Print Reading 
iContractor and Builder 
1 Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
] Structural Engineer 
JChemistry □ Pharmacy 
J Automobile Work 
J Airplane Engines 
JAgrlculture and Poultry 
JM&t hematics 


Name — , 

Street 

Address. 

City Stats .. 


Occupation... 


Per tons residing in Canada should send this cou- 
pon to the International Correspondence Schools 
Canadian. Limited. Montreal. Canada 



BE A MAGICIAN! 

Gaze Into vour mysterious crystal ball. 
T ell your friends all the intimate things 
about them that you ''see” there. You 
will thrill them. A wonderful game. 
Write today for FREE I >ook on crystal 

ffaziojr with genuine oriental crystal ball 
k mailed C.O.D. (ball in 2 aizen: $2.25 and 
S3. 25) . Giv* birthdat* withjrour order, fur 
FREE boroacupa. Writa NOW. 

CRYSTAL BALL CO. 

901 Broadway. Dept. 23, N. Y. C. 



Ring Watch 

QOLID white gold effect richly 
O engraved. Set with 10 bril- 
liant diamond cut gems. 
Gorgeous beauty! Tiny mirror 
and rouge compact hidden under 
clever dial. Blue synthetic sap- 
phire crown jewel . * 0 - 

Send NO Money 

Pay postman and post- 
age on arrival. Money ■■ 
back guaranteed. 

BRADLEY, C320, Newton, MASS. 
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Mr.J. A. Stransky 


JbvmtotGitt 

fytooGntto 

GALLON/ 

• 

Now you can cut your gasoline cost as low as 9c 
a gallon. An amazing new invention makes prac- 
tically any car give twice its regular mileage to the 
gallon. Many run from 37 to 57 miles and up to 61 
miles on a gallon. This wonderful invention is the 
work of Mr. J. A. Stransky of Pukwana. South 
Dakota. Already it is being used by over a 
million satisfied car owners — on all makes and 
models of cars. And now the inventor will send 
you a sample at his own risk. Read his offer below. 


Earn $250 to $500 A Month 

The Stransky Vaporizer is one of the biggest in- 
ventions of the century — an invention almost as 
revolutionary as the invention of the auto itself — 
and it is making fortunes for agents and distri- 
butors. You can easily earn astonishing big profits 
in full or spare time — many are earning $250 to 
$500 a month. 

Here’s how this amazing new invention works. 
Your carburetor is adjusted to make starting easy 
— it gives a rich mixture to start a cold engine. Hut 
once your engine gets heated up, the mixture is far 
too rich, resulting in faulty explosion. Half the 
gasoline is drawn into the cylinders in a raw state 
and. instead of exploding, it burns. This causes a 
heavy deposit of carbon. 

But with this startling little device in your car 
all this is changed. As soon as the engine warms 
up, this device automati- 
cally begins to admit a 
much larger volume of air. 
thoroughly vaporizing all 
the gasoline, giving it fully 
50% more power — break- 
ing it up so that it explodes 
instead of burning! 

Introductory 
Sample Offer 

To introduce this new in- 
vention in your community, 

Mr. J. A. Stransky, the in- 
ventor, will send a sample at 
his own risk. Write at once 
for his proposition. The 
price is so low that all your 
neighbors will want to order 
through you, giving you a 
generous profit. Send the 
request blank for full de- 
tails of our amazing offer. 



The results ot one 
hour’s work — 17 men 
gave me orders for 
the Vaporizers. — J. 
W. Cronk 

$120 IN ONE DAY 

1 took forty orders in 
one day and wasn’t 
out long. My Ford 
runs better than it 
ever did. — J. M. 
James. 

$48 IN 3 HOURS 

I went out Saturday 
about three hours 
and secured 16 orders. 
— J. A. Williams. 


J. A. STRANSKY MANUFACTURING CO. 

G-270 Stransky Bldg., Pukwana, So. Dakota. 
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change, and I had to watch the electric 
clock to get it just right. Mr. Thatcher 
always said in his letters how important 
it was to get the time exactly as it was 
made out in the schedule.” 

“And can you repeat the messages that 
you sent in between the Psalms?” asked 
Bardgett. 

“I should say I could, Mr. Bardgett ! 
I’ve said them so often that I’m sick and 
tired of helping George and I’m almost 
afraid of Bill myself!” The girl shud- 
dered, and Bardgett and I leaned forward 
expectantly. But her smile returned, and 
she went on in a half -amused tone. 

‘‘Of course it’s nonsense for me to feel 
that way, and Ernie says so, too. There 
isn’t any George or Bill; it’s just a test. 
But sometimes I feel almost afraid, saying 
those names so much. It goes like this : 

“ ‘Can you hear me? I’ve been trying 
so long, so long to reach you. George 
knows; he hears me all the time. You 
must help George ; he needs your help. 
He’s working for you and for me, too. 
I’m helping him and you must help him. 
Don’t let George fail !’ 

A ND it’s all broken up in short sen- 
1 tenccs like that, Mr. Bardgett, and 
in between there are long verses from the 
Bible. That was all there was for more 
than a week, and then came the part about 
Bill. It went like this : 

“ ‘Bill is hurting you ; I know he’s hurt- 
ing you. Keep Bill away ; don’t let him 
come near me. He’s hurting me, too. 
Make him stop, George. Make him stop. 
Keep him away. I’m afraid of Bill!’ 

“This was about five days ago, Mr. 
Bardgett, and I’ve been doing this for the 
fourth week now, and I don’t know what 
it all means. I can’t sleep any more for 
thinking of these things. And it’s such a 
lonesome job! I’ve never seen Mr. 
Thatcher once since the day he employed 
me. It’s making me sick. Tell me what 
it means, Mr. Bardgett, and if you think 
I’m foolish to worry so. I know your ad- 
vice will be right.” 

Miss Dunham gazed at my friend with 
an imploring look in her blue eyes. Bard- 
gett puffed slowly at his pipe for a few 
moments. 

“Your story has many novel points, Miss 
Dunham,” he declared at last. “It may 
even indicate some new pathway in human 
ingenuity. But it’s too early to speak with 
certainty. At any rate you were certainly 
very wise in bringing this matter to my 
attention. Are you going to the office 
again to-night ?” 

“No; Mr. Thatcher gives me one day 
off a week, although it’s not always the 
same day. The letter this morning said I 
would be free to-night.” 

“Very well. Suppose you meet us at 
your office at noon to-morrow, and we’ll 
have a look at this unusual place. It will 
be the best starting point for our investi- 
gation.” 

“You’ll really come, Mr. Bardgett?” 
“Naturally. And you must promise not 
to worry any more about it ; there’s really 
nothing for you to fear. We’ll clear it all 
up for you in short order.” 

“But suppose this costs me my^job!” 
cried Miss Dunham with a note, of .fear. 
"Mr. Thatcher told me so positively to 
keep it a secret !” * M 

“If it’s all right, Miss Dunham, you’re 
in no danger of losing your position..^. If 


it isn’t — well, you wouldn’t want to con- 
tinue, would you?” 

"Of course not. I know I did right to 
come to you, Mr. Bardgett. You’ve been ^ 
perfectly wonderful. I don’t know what I 
can ever do ” 

“Nonsense, my dear young lady. Run 
along now and get a good night’s sleep. 
You’ll enjoy it.” 

S HE smiled a parting at both of us, and 
was gone. Bardgett threw himself 
back in his reclining chair and blew great 
clouds of smoke from his pipe. I waited 
for him to speak. 

“An interesting case, Lorimer,” he said 
at last, “and in some respects an interesting 
girl.” 

There was a long, sharp ring at the bell, 
followed by three imperative, shorter ones. 
Bardgett glanced up in surprise. 

"Your busy night,” I commented. 

He pressed the buzzer and threw open 
the door. A heavy footfall sounded on 
the stairs, and a youthful but very vigorous 
young fellow thrust himself in. His brow 
was glowering, and his mood far from 
amiable. 

“Mr. Bardgett?” he demanded, looking 
from one to the other of us. 

“At your service,” said Bardgett. 

“I just want to give you a fair tip. 
Leave Miss Dunham and her affairs alone. 

We don’t want any fly dicks butting in. 

My name is Ernie Clark, and I’m telling 
you to lay off. Get me?” 

Bardgett listened with a vacant stare, 
the tips of his fingers touching as if in 
profound meditation. 

“Something seems to tell me, Mr. Clark, 
that the rate of mortality in your family 
is high, due to apoplexy.” 

The other stared at him, hardly com- 
prehending. “Something seems to tell me 
that they’ll be playing slow music behind 
you if you horn in any further where you 
aren’t wanted,” he retorted. “Now re- 
member; I’ve handed you fair warning.” 

And our visitor stalked out. 

“Quite an impulsive character,” com- 
mented Bardgett. “I can imagine him 
loafing with great satisfaction on Miss 
Dunham’s hundred a week.” 

“How did she ever get mixed up with 
him !” I exclaimed. 

B ARDGETT rose and emptied the ashes 
from his pipe. 

“You have the address of the office on 
Seventh Avenue. Meet me there at quar- 
ter to twelve ; we’ll look into this thing to- 
gether.” 

“Anything you wish me to do?” I asked. 
“You might find out if the Art Radio 
School is registered and licensed. Also if 
you can dig up anything about this man 
Thatcher. And, Lorimer,” he added as an 
afterthought, “you might try among your 
friends to locate a powerful receiving set 
that will capture unusually low wave- 
lengths.” 

Who were “Bill” and “George”? 
What were the meanings of the mys- 
terious warnings broadcast with the 
Psalms? Why was Miss Dunham paid 
one hundred dollars a week to read 
over the radio at midnight? You will 
read next month’s instalment of “The 
Voice That Came Out of the Night,” in 
the July issue of True Detective ¥ 
Mysteries, with breathless interest. 



For Every Sportslover Everywhere 


Days in the open! The lure of the hinterlands — 
brook, river, pond and lake. Almost irresistible, 
isn’t it? 

Every fisherman at heart may not be able to an- 
swer the season’s siren call — but fishermen’s luck 
still holds good. For even if you cannot pack tackle 
and duffle bag and hit the trail for your favorite 
retreat, hours of contentment and enjoyment are 
within easy reach. Just step to the nearest news- 
stand and ask for Sportlife! 

Sportlife. famous as the magazine of every sport, will take 

you in spirit to 




Contents of Sportlife for June 


Motoring Through Michigan 
The Fighting Rainbows of Sault 
Ste. Marie 

The Biggest Thrill I Ever Had 
By Michigan's Wilderness Water- 
ways 

The Lure That Failed 
How the Gallery Has Won and 
Lost Golf Titles 
Are You a Murderer? 

The Twirling Ghost 


just the sort of 
places you would 
trek for if free to 
follow your incli- 
nations. Buy it 
right now and 
treat yourself not 
only to the thrills 
dear to the hearts 
of fishermen 
everywhere, but a 
score of other 
sports as well. 

The June issue 

contains some splendid information on the fishing waters 
of Michigan and the motor routes and camp sites to and 
near them. This includes eight complete pages of attractive 
rotogravure pictures of Michigan’s wilderness waterways. 
The famous rainbow trout are not neglected. You will find 
many a thrill in a story devoted to these fighters of Sault Ste. 
Marie. Just as every sportsman has a sense of humor, so Sport- 
life has its humorous moments. You will find laughs as well 
as chuckles in “The Lure That Failed.” 

But read the contents schedule of the June issue of Sportlife 
below. Though you can become acquainted with Sportlife only 
by reading an issue from cover to cover, the titles in the sched- 
ule give you an idea of the wealth of interesting reading this 

issue carries. Don’t deny yourself the 
fun of reading Sportlife a day longer. 
It will refresh you. It will thrill you. It 
will bring your membership in the great 
fraternity of sportslovers up to date. 

Special Offer 

For your own satisfaction and enjoy- 
ment, we want to have you become ac- 
quainted with Sportlife. If it so hap- 
pens that there is no news-stand within 
calling distance, we recommend that you 
take advantage of our special introduc- 
tory offer as outlined on the coupon 
below. 
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Lost Pond 
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Many Interesting Special Depart 
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(If you prefer to examine the magazine before 
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